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Being ſome AC COUuNT of 


the AUTHOR, and the Jol. 
lowing Work. 


* 


APTISTA GOARINV, the Author 
> of the following moſt Excellent Dra-. 


* 
* 


matick Poem, was a Native of Fer- 

"'S$ 7ara, and Secretary to Apbenſo, the 
T7 Duke of that Principality, who ſent him 
\mbaſſador into' German , Poland, and Rome, 
Ws Time of Pope Gregory the XIII. 


$4.43 +% 


to Zerdniand' d Mak 


| (who created him Knight of tie Order of St. 

Stephen) and td apes Ma de la Novera, 
Duke of Urbin; in all theſe Stations he was as 
much admir d for his Politicks, as Poetry, as 
is evident from his being admited a Member of 
the moſt famous Accademies of Katy, as Gli Hu- 
, moriſti of Rome, De la Cruſca of Florenct, Ch 
Olympict of Vicenza, and Gli Elevati of Ferrara : 
Towards the latter End of his Life he withdrew 7 
from public Affairs, and liv'd privately at Pa- 
dua, and afterwards at Venice, where in the Lear 
2613 he died in the Seventy Fifth Lear of his 
Age. 1 { =— - 1 
The P ASTOR FIDO of Gmarini is ge- 
nerally eſteem'd equal, if not ſuperior, to the 
AMINTA of TAS SO, by the unqueſtion- y 
able Verdict of all Taly. And even, by 74% 5 
himſelf, who cry'd out in a violent Pa jon, ſe 
non havuto viſto il mio Aminta, &c. If h bad not 


2 
= 


ſeen my Aminta be had not extelPd it: It may not un 
be improper to obſerve to the Reader, that this 
Paſtoral was writ on Occaſion of the Nuptials 

"ung Duke of Sg. 
voy, and Catherina, Infanta A 
Wherein the Author, under th 


1x * 4 


endeavours, (allegoricall 


a | A his famous Dr ime abs has been long 
1 nce tranſlated, into all the Europeqn Langua- 
1 * and tho? I am, not ignorant that it muſt 
Fave loſt much of its. 145 and, Beauty in the 


7, Tranſlation, (the alan. being tranſcendently 
s more Copious and Harmonious ;) yet I could 
AS | got deny the "Engh/h Reader the , Pleaſure. of 
of feeing the beſt Tranſlation which has hitherto ap- 

& Peared (ot perhaps ever may) in the Engliſh. 
2 Pongue: 10 or tho” it muſt be allow'd, Eng-. 
: % Poetry in general has received great Im- 


W Frovements ſince .this, Tranſlation, yet it is 
a- Equally, true that there has not as yet. ap- 
2 18 any, Dramatick, Paſtoral, whether a. 
= | ation, or Original, that has, either ex- 
bd or equalPd. our preſent One; nor has 
e- many Attempts been made in this Way of 
Mriting, becauſe the Taſte of our Age 
Will not reliſh a n of this Sort, the 
1 ple arch ruſtick, And moſt 
71 5 ar . Wit on 
KLIN al Hot bonſider- 
that it 


"for. ell, 


Fove. There is a certain. N 15 in Simple 


1 . which is far above: 2 *the Quaintneſs of 
my Inſomuch, that*.the.:Criticks have ex- 
- Paen it from the loftieſt Poetry, as well 


un- the loweſt, and forbid it to the "FO as 
. Ell as the Paitoral, 
n 


— — _—_ 


6 ( 
In this Edition we have chiefly follow“ 

the Tranſlation of Sir Richard Eanſhazo, which { 

was ſo much commended by Sir Jobn Denham, 4 
but yet we hope great Improvements have 
been made by an ingenious Gentleman who 
would not permit us to Prefix his Name, 
| alleging, that "what ever Beauties ; ſhould. ; ap- E 
pear would be imputed to the. Original, or 
the former Tranſlator, and nothing left 
SR Duc . ox OSS 

Upon the Whole, This Edition, ( by addin 8 A 
a new Sett of Cuts,) may claim the Preference 
to any former, and become a moſt Chaſte, | 7 
Moral, 8 and Diverling Entertainment, and be 2 
a very proper Preſent to Young Gentlemen 
and Ladies, to employ their leiſure Hours, 
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Chorus of 


The PERSONS. 


: Afeo, a River of Arcadia. 


Goin to Montano. » 


An old Man, Servant to Montano. 


In love with Amarillis. 
Companion to Mirtillo. 

In love with Mirtillo. 

Father to Silvio, (the Prieſt. "es 
Father to Anarillis. | 

An old Man, Servant to Montano. 
An old Man in love with Coriſca. 
In love with Silvio. 


A Goat- herd, Servant to Derinda, 
Daughter to Titiro. 


Chief Miniſter to the Prieft. 


In love with Coriſca. 


Fg 


Anold Man, ſuppoſed Father to Mirtillo. 


An old Man, Companion to Carino. 


A blind Prophet. 


Shepherds. 
Fluntſmen *\ 
Nympbs. 

\ Prieſts. 


The Scene in Arcadia. 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Alfeo, a River of Arcadia. 
EH F from old Fame, and peradventure not 


3 / Believꝰd at all by you, or elſe forgot, 


7 5 1 | 


Which to purſue the coy and flying River, 


Of his beloved Arethuſa, ran 

(O Force of Love! ) piercing the Ocean; 
And the Earth's hidden Bowels to that Iſle, 
Where underneath the huge Etnean Pile, 


pon his Back the reſtleſs Giant hes, 


Spitting ee, Flames at hoſtile Skies, 

Aud leaves it doubiful to the World that's under, 

F Heav'n at him, or be at Heav'n does Thunder : 

That Brook am I: Though what you have been told 

Ye may, your Eyes ye cannot doubt, behold. 

Leaving my loved Nymph, and running back 

That well-known Way whexe I had form'd a Track, 
\ n Through 


RS 
IEF RS 


O't* Am'rous Brook ye beard the Wonder 


, 


| That antient and that venerable Earth, 
* From whoſe cold Entrails I receiv'd my Birth ; 


* 
— "4 
* 


* 
Through the Great Waters, I in Perſon riſe, 
And view (with Tears of Gladneſs in my Eyes) 


Net thralPd and plunder'd (as of late) but free, 

And beautiful as it was wont to be. 

O my dear Mother ! O Arcadia, known 

By me thy Son, though ſo long abſent ! own 

Thy Dear, and (being improv'd by travel) now 

Thy Great Alfeo, and as fam'd as thou. 

Theſe be the Plains once ſo renown'd, theſe be 

The Woods where the old ruſſet Honeſty 

Did live and die: Unto this only Nook 

O'th* Iron World, when She her Flight had took 

From ſinful Men, the Golden Age retir'd. 

Here (that which elſewhere is in vain deſir d) 

Freedom unſtrain'd, and from Suiſpicion free 

Plouriſt d in Peace and ſweet Security. 

An unarm'd People had for their Defence 

A Wall of Vertue, and of Innocence, 

Stronger than that whoſe living Stones wwere laid © 

About great Thebes, whilſt he that built it plaid. 
For when tumultuous War flam'd moſt in Greece, 

And other her more warkke Provinces, 

Arcadia arm d to this bleſt Part alone, 

This ſafe Aſylum, there cas never known 

The leaſt Alarm, nor the leaſt Sound to come, 

Or of a Friendly, or an Hoſtile Drum. | 

Corinth, Mycene, Thebes, /o much did hope 

To triumph ber their Foes, as were their Prop 

This ſame good People: And their Care were held, 

Who were the Care of Heav'n, whom Heav'n upbeld. 


(8) 
This bleſſed mutual Bulwark they did prove, 
Thoſe to theſe here, and theſe to thoſe Above : 


Thoſe fought with Weapons, and theſe fought with 


Pray'r, 8 
And though each here a Shepherd's Habit wear, 
And bore the Name; yet neither in his Mien, 
Nor, Excerciſe, was ber the Shepherd ſeen, 


But ſome would place themſelves as Spies, to pry 


Indo the Stars and Elements, (the high 


Secrets of Heav'n and Nature) others here 


Fere wholly gin to chaſe the fearful Deer; 
Others, cvhom Glory had inflan*d much more, 
T* encounter with a Bear, or tusked Boar. 
Some fwift in Running, ſome were Terrible 

At Barriers, ſome in Wraſtling did excel; 


This threw the Dart, that gave the Arrow flight, 


Both hit with Cunning the intended White. 


Some one Thing, ſome another did affet, . 


(Each as his Mind and Fancy did direct) 

The Sacred Muſes moſt, Virgins of yore 

In hieb Eſteem, though now deſpisd and poor. 
But now tranſported hither, where the Po 

Falls into Dora, is Arcadia now, 

This is the Cloyſter ſurely, this the Cave 

Of antient Erycina, and that brave 

Apiring Temple, yonder is the ſame 

So Sacred made to great Diana*s Name. 


. How then remov'd ? What new-come Power can ſs 


Tranſplant a Land, and all the People too ! 


Royal Infanta, but a Child in Age, 
Net ev'n already as a Matron ſage ! 


The 


8 
The Vertue of your Name, Pow'r of your Blood, 
Great Catherina (now tis underſtood) 
Wrought Ibis; from that great Houſe deſcended, which 
| New Kingdoms daily, and new Worlds enrich. 
Thoſe great Effects which we as Wonders mew, 
Are natural and uſual Things with y.; 
As by that Sun which from the Eaſt dbes riſe, 
So many excellent Varieties, | 
Are brought into the World, Herbs, Flow'rs and 

Trees, 

So many Beaſts, Fowl, Fiſh, in Earth, Air, Seas :. 
So by the living Sun of your bright Eyes, 

(Which in the now-more worſhip” d Weſt ariſe) 

New Provinces from every Clime about, 

New Realms, new Laurels, Trophies new ſhoot 
. OUL, | „ 

Low as my Bottom then I bow to or 
Majeſtick Daughter of that Monarch, who- 
Enjoys an Empire, ſo Auguſt, ſo Great, 

That Phoebus in it does both riſe and ſet * 
And Wife of him, to whoſe Breaſt, Hand and Mit, 
Heavy n did the Wallsof Italy commit. | 

But rugged Rocks are needed now no more, 
Bukwarks, nor horrid Cliffs to ſtand before 
Fair Italy, ſecurer in your Guard, 

Than in thoſe Hills which have her Entrance bar d. 
That Bulwark ſo invincible in War, - 7 
You make ſoft Peace*s Temple, where from far 
Men come to worſhip hen. Long live in love 
Ze Royal Pair; this Union form'd Above, 
Preſages Chriſtendom again ſhall boaſt 

Thoſe many Eaſtern Scepters ſhe has loſt. 
| A 5 This 


* 
» 7 
* 3 4 


(10) 

This is a Field worthy of none but you, 
(Couragious CHARLES) and what was trodden ioo, 
By your brave Anceſtors. This Land is great, 
Great are your Names, great Blood in you is met; 
Great your Deſigns, your Minds, and your Afpefts, 
Great Off-ſpring too, and Deeds the World expects. g 

But whilſt I prophecy, and Fate prepares = 
Circles of Gold and ever proſb rous Years, 
Di/aain not (Mighty Souls) this flowry Wreath, 
Gather*d on Pindus by thoſe Maids that breathe 
Life in dead Men. Poor Off ring (I confeſs) 
Zet ſuch as, if Devotion it expreſs, : 
Ev n Heav'n itſelf diſaains not: And if from | 
Your ſmiling Heav'n a fav ring Gale fhall come, | 
This Lute, which from its gentle warbling Strings, 
| Sending ſoft Muſick to your Ears, now ſings 
Sweet Love, and pleaſing Hymeneal Rites, 
Shall turn a Trumpet to proclaim your Fights. - 


A 


* 7 a - 
* 1 5 4 } 
* by \ , ' * F 25 1 A 
* h \ 1 
— 0 \\ Q& N [ F2 * j 
Ja \ e — * 
4 — i . » 
, I-= (J — 
p = 85 2 
; , 


THE 


Faithful SHEPHERD. 


n 


ACT I. SCENES 


Silvio, Linco, with Huntſmen. 


Silvio. 


| 8 O you that lodg'd the Monſter, as 
72 £ are wont, 
2D Amongſt the neigh*bring Sheep- 
7) coats raiſe the Hunt. - 


. — 2 ſhrill Voice and Horn, 
If ever in as there was born 
A Shepherd, who did follow Cyntbia's Court, 


As. a true Lover of her rural Sport, 
A 6 | Within 


5 ERNovſe Eyes and Hearts with your 


(12) 

{ Within whoſe Quarry-ſcorning Mind, had Place 
The Pleaſure or the Glory of the Chace, = 
Nov let him ſhew that Courage and that Love, 
= By following me, where in a little Grove, 


To Valour a large Field does open lie, 


{ That dreadful Boar, I mean, that Prodigy 
Of Nature and the Woods, that huge, that fel! 
And noted*it Tyrant that did ever dwell, 
And reign in Erimanthus ; the Fields Mower, 

| The Mower's Terrour. Go you then before, 
And donot only with your early Horn 
Anticipate, but Wake the drowſy Morn. 
We, Linco, will to Pray'rs, this dang'r rous Chace, 
Heav'nbeing our Guide, we may more eboldly Ace, 


| That Work which is begun well, is half done, 


| And, without Pray'r, no Work is well begun. 
Tin. Thy worſhipping the GodsI well commend, 
But not thy troubling them who do attend 
The Gods: The Prieſts as yet are all aſleep, 
To whom Day ſprings yet later where the ſteep 
Surrounding Hills a ſhort Horizon make. 
Si. To thee whoſe Heart is hardly yet awake, 
The whole World ſleeps. 

Lin. O Silvio, Silvio, 

Why did frank Nature upon thee beſtow 


[| Bloſſoms of Beauty in thy Prime, ſo ſweet 


1 And fair, for thee to trample under Feet? 


Had 1 thy freſh and blooming Cheek, adieu, 
I'd fay to Beaſts, and nobler Game purſue. 


1 The Summer I would ſpend in Feaſts and Mirth 
In the cool Shade, the Winter by the * 


|} Such Counſel never us'd to give to me. 


(183) 


Sil. How's * ? Thou art not Linco ſure, for he 


Lin. As the Occaſion, Counſels change, tis true; 
If I were Silvio, ſo indeed I'd do. 

Sil. And I, if I were Linco, would do fo ; 
But as I am, PII do like Silvio. 
L.in. Fond Youth, for a wild Beaſt ſo far to roam, 
Which thou muſt Hunt with danger: When at 

Home 

One” s ſafely lodg'd. | 

Sil. In earneſt ſpeak you now? 
How near ? 

Lin. As near as to thy ſelf art thou. 

Sil. You rave. 

Lin. No, you 

Sil. In what Wood wa the Beaſt * 

Lin. Silvib's the Wood, the Brute his . 

Sil. Sure I do rave! 

Lin. To have a Nymph fo 8 
(Rather a Goddeſs of Perfections rare) 
Freſher and ſweeter then a Roſe new blown, 
Softer and Whiter than an old Swans Down, v 
For whom their Lives not at this Day a Swain 1 
So Proud mongſt us, but ſighs and ſighs in van: | 
To have, I fay, the Matchleſs Paragon 
By Gods and Men reſerv'd for thee, nay, thrown | 
Into thy Arms without one Sigh or Fear, g 
And thou (unworthy) to diſvalue her? 
Art thou not then a Beaſt? A ſavage one? 
Rather a ſenſleſs Clod, a Stock, a Stone? 

Sil. If not to be in love be Cruelty, 
95 Then Cruelty's a Vertue : Nor do I | 
Repent 


(14 ) 

Repent, but boaſt, I lodge him in my Breaſt, 
By whom I've conquer'd Love, the greater Beaſt. 
Lin. How cou'dſt thou conquer {filly Idiot) 

Whom thou ne'er try*diſt ? BEE 
Sil. In that I try'd him not. Ao 
Lin. O hadſt thou try'd him, Silvio, and once 
found | | 
In mutual Lovers what true Joys abound, 
Thou wouldſt have ſaid, O Love, the ſweeteſt 
| Gueſt, . | | 
Why haſt thou been an Alien to this Breaſt ? 
Leave then Woods, leave following Beaſts fond Boy, 
And follow Love. 
Sil. Linco, I take more Joy 
In one Beaſt caught by my Melampo far, 
Than in the Love of all the Nymphs that are. 
Keep they thoſe Joys unto themſelves alone, 
Who find a Soul for them, for I find none. 
Lin. No Soul in love (the World's great Soul)? 
t „ 
Too ſoon (believe't) thoul't find he is all Soul: 9 
(Perchance too late;) for hell be ſure before 1 
We die, to make us all once feel his Pow'r. F 
And (take my Word) **worſt Torment none can 
| rove, * 
Than in old Limbs the youthful Itch of love: 
All tamp'ring then will but exaſperate 
„The Sore. If Love a Young-man wound, he 
ſtraight 5 | 
* Balms him again, Hope holdsup Sorrow's Head, 
And Smiles revive him, if Frowns ſtrike him 
V 
5 But 
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To go without it, and to gain a worſe. 


„The Curſe of Days; for if when thou art Gray, 


Of ſtrange Elizums, by his Feaver bred ! 


G 

ce But if an aged Man thoſe Flames endure, 

«© Whoſe own Defects his own Repulſe procure, 
Then, then the Wound is unſupportable 

« And mortal; then the Aguiſh is all Hell: 

« Then if he Pity ſeek, it is a Curſe 


«© Ah! haſten not before th? appointed Day 


Thou learn to love, *twill breed a double Senſe, 
<« Of thy Youth's Pride, and Ages Impotence. 
Leave. leave the Woods, leave following Beaſts fond Boy, 
And follow love. 

Sil. As if there were no Joy, 
But theſe Chimeraes in a Lover's Head, 


Lin. Tell me if in this jolly Month of May, 
When Earth is clad in all her beſt Array, 
In ſtead of bladed Fields, Brooks uncontroul'd, 
Green Woods and painted Meads, thou ſhouldft 
Behold | | : 
Bald Fields and Meads, Brooks bound with Ice, 
the Pine, 
The Beech, the Aſh, the Oak, the Elm, the Vine, 
And Poplar, like inverted Skeletons, 
Stand deſolate, ratling their naked Bones; 
Wouldſt thou not ſay, Nature is out of Tune, 
The World is fick, and like to die in June? 
Now the ſame Horrour which thou wouldſt receive 
From ſuch a monſtrous Novelty, conceive 
At thy own ſelf, The all- diſpoſing Heav'n, 
To ev'ry Age hath proper Humours giv'n: 


And 
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- { x6 ) 
And as in old Men Love abſurdly ſhows ; 
* So young Men Enemies to Love oppoſe 
Nature and Heav'n. Look Silvio round about, 
Examine the whole Univerſe throughout: 
All that is fair or good, here, or above, 
Or is a Lover, or the Work of Love. 


Th' all- ſeeing Heav'n, the fruitful Earth's a Lover, 


The Sea with love is ready to boyl over. 

Seeſt thou yon Star of ſuch excelling hue, 

The Sun's Poſtillion? That's a Lover too: 

Nor is exempted from her own Son's Liv, 

But feels that Paſſion which her Beauties cauſe. 

Perchance this very Hour too ſhe did part 

From her ſtolnSweets, and him that keeps her Heart. 

Mark what a wanton Eye ſhe has! In Woods 

Rough Bears, the crook-back*d Dolphin loves in 
Floods | | | 

And ſluggiſh Whales ; that little Bird which ſings 

So ſweetly, and ſo nimbly plays his Wings, 


Flying from Tree to Tree, from Grove to Grove, 


If he could ſpeak, would ſay, 1 am in love. 

But his Heart ſays it, and his Tongue doth ſay't 
In Language underſtood by his dear Mate : 

And Silvio, heark how from that Wilderneſs 

His dear Mate Anſwers, And I love no leſs. 

The Cows lowe in the Valley: and what's this, 

But an inviting unto am'rous Bliſs ? 

The Lyons roar in ſolitary Groves, 

Not for their Prey, but for their abſent Loves. 

All Things that are, but Silvio, are in love, 

The Burthen's that : Here, round us, and Above, 


No 


* 


From whom my lofty Pedegree I bring, 
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No Soul but Silvio, is a Foe to Joy, | 
* Leave, leave the Woods, leave following Beaſts fond Boy, 
Ad follow Love. 

Sil. Had I my tender Years 

Committed to the Care of thy gray Faire | 
That thou ſhouldſt thus effeminate my Heart 
WithLove? Know'ſt thouwho Iam?W hothouart? 

Lin. Thou art a Man, (or ſhouldſt beone) and I 

Another; what I teach, Humanity. 
And if thou ſcorn that Name, (which is my Pride) 
Take heed, inſtead of being deifi'd, 

Thou turn not Beaſt. ; 

Sil. That Monſter-taming King, | - 


Had never grown ſo valiant, nor ſo famed, 
If firſt the Monſter Love he had not tam'd. 
Lin. See, fooliſh Youth, how idly thou talk'ſt 
now! —_- 
Had great Auides been no Lover, how 41 
Hadſt thou been born? Rather, if he o*ercame 
Monſters and Men, to Love impute the ſame. 
Know'ſt thou not yet, that to comply with fair 
Omphales Humour, he not only ware 
(Inſtead of the fierce Lyon's rugged Skin) 
WomensſoftRobes, buttaughtthoſeHandsto ſpin, 
And hold a feeble Diſtaff, which did bear 
The knotty Club? His Interludes theſe were 
Between his Acts ; and when his Ribs were beat 
With dear-bought Conqueſts, hewould then retreat 
Into her Lap, (the Bay of ſweet Delight) 
As in Love's Port to be new-built for fight. 
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y « His Sighs from his paſt Toyls ſweet Breathings 
4 re, 
And Spirits enge bing him new Toyls tobear. 
For as the Iron, of itſelf too rough 
« And of a harſh unmalleable Stuff, 
*« Softned with Fire, and gentler Metal, Strength 
From Weakneſs gathers and becomes at length 
Fit for the nobleſt Uſe : So Hearts untam'd, 
(Which theirownStiffneſs often breaks)enflam'd 
Withgen'rous Love, and with hisSweets allay'd, 
Are clearer, apter for great Actions made. 
If th'art Ambitious then to imitate 
Great Hercules, and not degenerate 
From thy high Line, ſince Woods thou doſt affect, 
Follow the Woods, but do not Love noglect; 
I mean ſo lawful and ſo worthy Love 
As that of Amarilks. I approve 
(So far from blaming that as Cruelty) ) 
Thy ſhunning of Dorinda: For in thee 
Who ſtand'ſt upon thy Blood,*twere double Shame 
To ſcorch thy Breaſt with an unlawful Flame, 
For injuring thy Spouſe. 
Sil. What ſay'ſt thou Man? 
She is not yet my Spouſe. 
Lin. Was there not then 
A Promiſe ſolemnly receiv'd and giv'n? 
Take heed, proud Boy, how thou provokeſt Heay'n, 
Sil. Man's Freedom is Heav*n's Gift, which 
doth not take 
* Us at our Word when forced Vows me make. 
Lin. Ay,but(unleſs our Hopes and Judgments fail) 
Heav'n er this Match, and promis'd to entail 
A thouſand Bictlings __ Sil. 


4 


So often heard, andcary'd on every Tree? 


FS.. Ti like that ther: 

Is nothing elſe to do; a proper Care 

Z To vex the calm Reſt of the Gods above! 
Linco, I like not this, nor tother Love. 

I vas a Huntſman, not a Lover bred ; 

Thou who art all for love, go back to Bed. 

3 Lin. Thou ſprung from Heav'n, harſh Boy ? 

1 nor of Divine | 

Can l ſuppoſe thee, nor of Human Line. 

Ales Poiſon thy cold Limbs did faſhion ; 

3 Sweet Venus had no Hand in thy Creation. 


SCENE Il. 
Mirtillo, Ergaſto. 
Mirtillo. 


Amarillis, Authreſs of my Flame 
1 (Within my Mouth how ſweet now is thy 
But in my Heart how bitter !) Amarilks, ¶ Name, 
Fo.airer and whiter than the whiteſt Lillies, 

But crueller than crue] Adders far, 

Which having ſtung (left they ſhould pity) dar 
Their Ears, and run; if then by ſpeaking I 
Offend thee, I will hold my Peace and die. 

PII hold my Peace, but what will that do good, 
If Hills and Dales roar for me, and this Wood 
Which thy dear Name can ne'er forget, from me 
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4 ( 20 ) | 
= the Winds ſhall ſigh for me, the Fountains ſhed 2 


Abundant Tears, Grief mourn, and Pity plead. 
Or couldſt thou bribe whole Nature with a Fee 
Io ſilence, laſtly Death ſhall ſpeak for me: 
He'll thunder 't out, and to the World proclaim, 
I dy'd a Martyr in my True-Love's Flame. 
Erg. Mirtillo, Love is a great Pain at beſt, 
*© But more by how much more it is ſuppreſt. 
<< For as hot Steeds run faſter at the Check, 
Than if you laid the Reins upon their Neck; 
So love reſtrair'd augments, and fiercer grows, 
In a cloſe Priſon, than when looſe he goes. 
Why hidſt thou thyFlamesCaulſe fo long from me, 
When the Effect could not concealed be ? 
Mirtillo burns: How often have I faid ? 
But inward burns, and will not call for aid. 
Mirt. Courteous Ergaſto, but of my Reſpect 
To her (alas) I did my ſelf negle& : 
Nor would my feſt' ring Paſſion yet unfold, 
But that Neceſſity hath made me bold. 
I hear a buzzing Rumour ev'ry where 
(Whichto my Heart finds Paſſagethrough my Ear) 
That Amarillis ſhortly weds ; nor dare 
Ask more, leſt fo I ſhould my Love declare, 
Or prove my Fear too true. Full well I know, 
(Nor hath Love ſtruck me blind) that in my low 
And flender Fortunes, it were ſimple Pride 
To hope a Nymph ſo ſhap't, ſo qualify*'d, 
So rais'd in Wealth, in Spirit, and in Blood, 
Above all theſe, ſo gentle, and ſo good, 
Can e'er be mine: No, I have ta'en the Height 
Of my unhappy Star, my ſullen Fate 1 5 
| ade | 


( 2k 


| Made me for Fuel only, born to ſmother 


In Fires, I cannot kindle in another. 


; Vet ſince Fate's pleas'd I ſhould affect Death more 


Than Life, at leaſt I'd have her know before, 
That ſhe's beholding to me for my Death, 
And deign, when I ſigh out my lateſt Breath, 
To caſt her fair Eyes on me, and ſay Die. 
This reaſonable Boon obtain would I, 

That 'ere ſhe go to make another bleſt 

In having her, ſhe'd hear me ſpeak at leaſt, 
But once, my dear Ergaſto. Now if Love 
Or Pity of me thy ſoft Entrails move, 
Procure me this, this Phyſick only lend, 
To make the Paſſage eaſy to my End. 


Erg. From one that loves, a juſt; from one that 


dies, 
A ſmall Requeſt ; yet a hard Enterprize. 


Wo be to her, ſhould her ſtern Father hear 


Z That to ſtoln Pray' rs ſhe *ere had lent an Ear 
Or if ſome baſer Pick-thank ſhofild diſcloſe 
It to the Prieſt her Sire-in-law ! Who knows 
But out of theſe Reſpects ſhe may eſchew 


Thy Company, and yet affect thee too? 
For Women are more prone to love than Men; 


gut to conceaPt have more Diſcretion then: 
And if *twere true that ſhe did love thee, what 
Could ſhe do leſs than ſhun thee for all that? 
She that wants Power to help liſtens in vain, 


And flies with Pity, when her Stay breeds Pain; 


* And I have heard ' tis ſtill the wiſeſt Courſe 


I o quit that ſoon, whichone muſt quit by Force. 
| Mir. 
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( 22 ) 

Mir. O were this true, and could I think it ſs, | 
Sweet were my Pain, and fortunate my Woe! '' A 
But, dear Ergaſto, ( hide it not nom me, A 
So help thee Pan) who may this Bridegroom be, 
3 or of all the Stars ? 

g. Doſt thou not know ? 

( 8 . thou doſt) that famous Silvio, 
Silvio the Rich, the Gallant and the Fair, 
The Prieſt Montano's only Son and Heir? 
„„ 

Mir. O happy Youth, whoſe Joy appears 
So ripe for Harveſt in his Spring of Years! 
Pardon me, gentle Swain, I envy not 
Thy Happineſs but mourn my own hard Lot. 

Erg. Indeed there 1s no Reaſon to envy, 
Rather to pity him. 

Art. To pity? Why? 

Erg. Becauſe he loves her not. 
Mirt. And hath he Wit? 

Hath he a Heart ? Is he not blind? 0 yet 
When I conſider with what full Aſpect 
Her ſtarry Eyes their Influence direct 
Into my Breaſt, ſhe cannot have a- Dart 
Left in her Quiver tor another Heart. 

But why do they a Gem ſo precious throw 
To one that knows it not, and ſcorns it fo ? 
Erg. Becauſe high Heav'ns did chrough chis 
Marriage | | 
Unto Arcadia long ago preſage 
Deliverance. Haſt not thou heard that bete 


Is paid to the great Goddeſs ey'ry Year, 
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(23) 

Of a Nympb's guiltleſs Blood a cruel and 

3 Unconſcionable Tribute by this Land. | 
Mit. Tis News to me; nor let that ſtrange ap» 

= . near: | 

3 Since I my ſelf am but a Stranger here, 

And finceI came (by Fate's Decree and Love's) 

Z Almoſt a conſtant Burgeſs of the Groves. 

But what ſtrange Crime deſerv'd ſo ſharp a 


Doom ? | | 
How could ſuch monſtrous Cruelty find room 
Ina Cœleſtial Mind? = | 
Et. Of me then know | 
From the firſt Head the Torrent of our Wo: 
A Story that would Tears of pity wreſt 


From Heart of Oak, much more from Human 


1 Br eaſt. EE X | 
Whilſt yet the Prieſthood was not ty*d to age, 
A Youthful Swain of Noble Parentage, 
Then Cynthia's Prieſt, (Aminta was his Name) 
The Nymph Lucrina did with Love enflame. 
All Creatures of her Sex exceeded ſhe 
As much in Beauty as owe we 
She long requited, or at leaſt to ſight 


(If Looks and Eyes have Tongues) ſhe did requite 


The pure Affection of the Love-ſick Lad, 
And fed his Hopes whilſt he no Rival had. 
But when a Ruſtick Swain her Favour ſought, 
(See now a perfect Woman ! ) in a Thought, 
She left the Former, with one Sigh was ſhook, 
With the faint Batt'ry of one Am'rous Look: 
Her Heart's newGueſt now takes up all the Room, 
3 Diſlodg'd Aninta ere he knew for whom. 
= Hapleſs 
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E f 
Hapleſs Aminta ! who from that Day forth 
Was ſo abhor'd, held of ſo little Worth, 
By that Ingrate whom he did ſtill adore, 


That ſhe ſhould neither hear nor ſee him more. 9 
If this Unkindneſs cut the Wretch to th* Heart, 
If he ſigh'd, wept, and rav'd to thee who art 1 


Acqainted with Love's Pangs, I leave to gueſs. 
Mir. O' twas a Torment no one can expreſs ! 
Erg. When then his Tears and Prayers he had 
After his Heart, to Cynthia turn'd at laſt; N 
If ever with pure Heart, Goddeſs, (ſaid he) 1 
And guiltleſs Hand I kindled Flame to thee, = © 
Revenge my Faith, which a perfidious Maid, = 
Under ſafe Conduct of her Smiles betray c. 
The Goddeſs (gentler than the Nymph was) hears 2 : 
The Faithful Lovers and her Servant's Tears 
And Pray'rs: And Pity kindling her juſt Ire, 1 
By Oppoſition did augment the Fire; 5 1 
Her powerful Bow into her Hand ſhe took, ; 
And in Arcadia's wretched Boſom ſtuck 1 
Arrows of Death and catching Peſtilence 1 
Inviſible, and therefore without Fence. 
Without Remorſe they execute her Rage, 
Without Reſpect on ev*ry Sex and Age. 

Nor Antidotes nor Med' cines here avail'd, 
Nor flying now; weak Art her Maſter fail'd: 
And oft, whilſt he the Remedy apply'd, 
Before the Patient the Phyſician dy'd. * 
The only Hope that's left is from the Sky, f 
So to the neareſt Oracle they fly, f 
Which ſoon return'd an Anſwer clear enough, 

But above Meaſure terrible and rough ; That 
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(25) 

bat Cynthia was incenc' d, but that the Land 
Migbt be rehev d, if by Aminta's Hand, 

* That Faithleſs Nymph Lucrina, or for her 
Some one, of the Arcadian Nation were 

As a juſt Of ring ta Diana lain. 3 
So ſhe, when long ſh'ad pray'd, long wept in vain, 


And long expected her new Lover's Aid, 
To th' Holy Altars like a Bride array'd, 


And with what Pomp Religion could deviſe, 
Was led a miſerable Sacrifice. 8 


I Where at thoſe Feet from which hers fled ſo faſt, 
(The Feet of her Idolater) at laſt 


Bending her trembling Knees, ſhe did attend 
From the offended Youth, a cruel End. 
The facred Knife he boldly did unſheathe, 


f Rage and Revenge his Noſtrils ſeem'd to breathe, 


His Eyes to ſparkle ; turning then to her, 
Said with a Sigh, (Death's hollow Meſſenger) 
32 Whom thou haſt left Lucrina, and whom took, 
Learn by this Blow: And with thatWord heſtrook 
Himſelf, and plung*d the Knife in his own Breaſt 


2 Toth” Haft: In one both Sacrifice and Prieſt 


Fell bleeding at her Feet, whilſt ſhe (amaz'd 
To ſee that dire unlook*d-for Object) gaz'd 

As one *twixt Life and Death, nor yet did know 
If Grief had ſtab'd lier, or the threat'ned Blow. 
But when ſhe found her Tongue again, and knew 
Diſtinctly what was acted there, O true, 

O brave Aminta, (bathing in a Flood 

Of Tears) ſhe faid! O Lover, underſtood 
Too late] who by thy Death doſt give to me 
Both Lite and Death. If in forſaking thee 
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1 ſinꝰd; lo, I redeem that Sin of mine, 
Wedding my Soul eternally to thine. 
This ſaid, that Knife freſh ree king with the Gore 
Of the now lov'd in Death, and purpled o'er, 


She drew from his pale Breaſt, and in her own 
Sheath'd it again; then willingly ſunk down 


Into Aminta's Arms, who yet had Breath, 
And felt perchance that Light'ning before Death, 


Such was this Pair of Lovers tragick Fall, 


Cauſe he kept too much Faith, the none at all. 
_ Mir. O hapleſs Swain, yet happy in hs Love, 
Having fo rich Occaſion to approve 
His ſpotleſs Faith, and dying to revive 
That Spark in her he could not be'ng alive 
But what became then of the poor Diſeas'd ? 
Did the Plague ceaſe ? Was Cynthia's Wrath ap- 
eas'd ? i 
Erg. It did relent, but was not quite put out: 
For the fame Month (the Year be'ng wheel'd 
about) Oo 
It burſt out with more Fury, and did make 
A dire Relapſe : This forc'd us to betake 
Ourſelves unto the Oracle again; 
Which utter'd now a ſadder Doom; That then 
And Yearly, we to Night"s-offended Queen 
A Maid, or Wife, ſhould offer, paſt fifteen, 
Aud ſhort of twenty , by which Means the Rage 


Which fwallew*dthouſands,oneDeath ſhouldaſſwage: 


Moreover a hard Law, and weighing well 
The Nature of that Sex impoſſible | : 

To keep; a Law in bloody Letters writ 

On wretched Women was impos'd by it; 
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(27) 
That whatſoever, Maid or Wife ſhould prove 
In any Sort a Changling in her Love, 
Unleſs 7 Friend would pay the Penalty 
Inſtead of her, ſhould without Mercy die. 
This dire, this National Calamity, _ 
The good old Man has hope to remedy | 
By Means of this deſired Match; becauſe 
The Oracle, after ſome little Pauſe, 
Being ask*d again what End our Woe ſhould have, 
To our Demand this punctual Anſwer gave; 
Your Woe ſhall end when two of Race Divine 
Love ſhall combine : 
Aud for a faithleſs Nympb's apoſtate State, 
Faithful Shepherd ſupererogate. 
Now there are left in all Arcadia's Sway 
Of heav'nly Stock no other Slips this Day 
But Silvio and fair Amarillis ; She 
From Pan deſcended, from Alcides He. 
Nor had there ever (to our much Regret) 
Of thoſe two Lines a Male and Female met, 
As now there do : Whence the believing Father, 
Great Hopes of Good not without Cauſe does 
gather. 
For though the Things forctold by th? Oracle, 
Be not fulfill'd, yet in each Particle, 
This is the fundamental Point; the Reſt 
Is ſtil! reſerv'd in Fate's own ſecret Breaſt, 
And from the Marriage ſhall one Day enſue. 
Mir. And all thoſe Facts Mir1i/lo to undoe? 
What a long Swing is fetch'd ! what Armies band 
Againſt one Heart half murther*d to their Hand! 


B 2 Is't 


( 28 ) 
Is't not enough that cruel Love's my Foe, 
Unleſs Fate too conſpire my Overthrowꝰ? 
Erg. Alas, Mirtiillo ! grieving does no good, 
Tears quench not Love, but are his Milk and 
Food. 
T ſhall ' ſcape me hard, but ere the Sundeſcend, 
This cruel one ſhall hear thee, courage Friend: 
< Theſe Sighs refreſh not (as thou doſt ſuppoſe) 
Thy burning Heart; but rather are like thoſe 
Impetuous Winds, which in a Town on fire, 
The Bellows are to blow and fan it higher: 
© Love's Whirlwinds, bringing to poor Lovers 
ever, 
: © Black Clouds of Grief, which Show'rs of Tears 
deliver. | 


"FN {| | | 
bern r m. 


Coriſca. 


Hoever ſaw, what Heart did ever prove 
VV So ſtrange, fond, impotent a Paſſion ? 
And cold Diſdain (a Miracle to me, [Love, 
ll Two Contraries ſhould in one Subject be 
110 Both in Extreams!) I know not how, each other 
[i Deſtroy, and generate; inflame and ſmother, 

| When I behold Mirtillos every Grace, 

1 From his neat Foot to his bewitching Face, 


His 


(29) 

His unaffected Carriage, ſweet Aſpect, 

Words, Actions, Looks, and Manners, they 
eject 

Such 5 lames of Love, that every Paſſion is, 

Or ſeems to be quite overcome by this. 

But when I think how dotingly he prizes 

Another Woman, and for her deſpiſes 

My almoſt-peerleſs Face, (although I ſay't) 

On which a Thouſand Eyes for Alms do wait, 

Then do I ſcorn, abhor, and loath him more, 

Than ever I did value him before, 

And ſcarce can think it poſſible that he 

Had ever any Intereſt in me. 

O if my ſweet Mirtillo were my own, 

So that I had him to my ſelf alone! 

(Theſe are my Thoughts ſometimes) no mortal 

Wight 5 
More Bliſs could boaſt of than Coriſca might ! 
And then I feel ſuch kindly Flames, fo ſweet 
A Vapour rife, that I could almoſt meet 
His Love half Way ; nay, follow him, adore 
His very Steps, and Aid from him implore : 
Nay, I do love him fo, I could expire 
His Sacrifice in ſuch a pleaſing Fire. 

Then Pm my ſelf again: And what (ſay I) 
A proud diſdainful Boy ! one that does fly 
From me and love another ! that can look 
Upon this Face of mine, and not be ſtrook ! 
But guard himſelf ſo well as not to die 
For love! Shall I, that ſhould behold him lie 
Trembling and weeping at theſe Feet of mine, 
(As many better Men have done) incline 
4 B 3 _.- "Tow 
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Trembling and Weeping at his Feet; O no |! 


And with this Thought into ſuch Rage I grow 


Againſt myſelf, and him, that ſounding ſtrait 4 

Unto my Eyes, and Fancy a Retreat, == 

Miriill,s Name worſe far than Death I ſeem E 1 

To hate, and my own ſelf for loving him; 

Whom I would ſee the miſerableſt Swain, 

The moſt deſpisd ſcornꝰd Thing that does remain 

Upon the Earth; and if I had my Will 

With mine own Hands I would the Villain Kill. 

Thus like two Seas encounr'ring, Hate and Love, 

Defire and l in me dire Battle move: 

And (the Flame of thouſand Hearts, the Rack 

Of thouſand Souls) languiſh, and burn, and 
lack 

That pity I deny'd to others. I 

Who have in Cities oft been courted by 

Gallants and Wits, to whom great Lords have 

ent, 

And yet wil chſtood Vollies of Compliment, 

Squadrons of Lovers, jeer'd their idle Fires, 

And with falſe Hopes deluded their Deſires; 

Am now inforc'd t' a Ruſtick Swain to yield 

In ſingle Fight & a Fellow that's unſkil'd! 

O thou moſt wretched of all Womankind, 

Coriſca | Where couldſt thou Diverſion find 

Hadit thou no other Lover? How aſſwage, 

Or by what Means deceive thy am'rous Rage? 

Learn Women all from me this Houſewifery, 

Make you Conſerve of Lovers to keep by. 

Had I no Lover but this ſullen Boy? 

Were I not well provided of a Joy ? {6 
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CHE © 

< Tocextream Want how likely to be hurl'd, 

Is that ill Houſe-wife, who in all the World 

gut one Love only, but one Servant hath ? 

Coriſca will be no ſuch Fool. What's Faith; 

What's Conſtancy? Tales which the Jealous 
feign | 

To awe fond Girls: Names as abſurd as vain, 

Faith in a Woman (if at leaſt there be 

Faith in a Woman unreveal'd to me) 

Is not a Vertue, nor a heav'nly Grace, 

* But the fad Penance of a ruin'd Face, 

That's pleas'd with one, cauſe it can pleaſe 
no more. 

A handſome Woman ſought unto by ſtore 

Of gallant Youths, if pleasd with one alone, 

No Woman is, or is a fooliſh one. 

What's Beauty (tell me) if not view'd ? Or 

C | 

If not purſw?d ? Or if purſuꝰd, purſu'd 

* By onealone ? Where Lovers frequent are, 

* It is a Sign the Party lov*d is rare, | 

* Glorious and bright. A Woman's Honour 1s 

* T* have many Servants : Courtly Dames know 
this | | 

Who live in Towns, and thoſe moſt practiſe it, 


Who have moſt Wealth, moſt Beauty, and moſt | 


Wit. ” 
*Tis Clowniſhnels (ſay they) to reject any, 


And Folly too, ſince what's perform'd by many 


One cannot do : One Officer to wait, 


A Second to preſent, a Third to prate, 
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Permits not this, nor ſtands it with my State. 


0 32) 


bor ſomewbas i ; {fo it does fall 


Out oft, that Favours being general, 
No Favours ſeem: Or Jealouſy thus thrown 


To whet them, all are eaſier kept than one. 


This merry Life is by great Ladies led 

In Towns, and *twas my Fortune to be bred 

With one of them ; by whoſe Example firſt, 

Next by her Rules, I in Love's Art was nurſt 

Up from my Childhood: She would often ſay, 
Coriſca, thou muſt uſe another Day 

Thy Lovers like thy Garments, put on one, 

Have many, often ſhift, and wear out none. 

For daily Converſation breeds diſtaſt, 


_ © Diſtaſt Contempt, and Loathing at the laſt, 


Then get the Start, let not the Servant ſay, 
H'as turn'd his Miſtreſs, not ſhe him, away. 
And I havekeptherRules:Pve Choice, and ſtrive 
To pleaſe them all : To this my Hand I give, 
And wink on him; the handſom'ſt I admit 


Into my Boſom; but not one-ſhall get 


Into my Heart : And yet I know not how 

(Ay mel) Mitills's crept too near it now. 

He made me ſigh, not ſigh as heretofore 
To give falſe Fire, but real Flames deplore ; 
Robbing my Limbs of Reſt, my Eyes of Sleep, 
Ev'n I can watch till the gray Morning peep, 
(The diſcontented Lovers Truce ;) ev'n I 
(StrangeChange!) to melancholy Walks can fly; 
And throughthegloomy Horrours of this Grove, 
Trace the ſweet Footſteps of my hated Love. 
What wilt thou do, Coriſca? Sue? My Hate 


Wilt 


6 

Wilt thou then fly him, that wou'd ſhew more 
Brains ? | | 

But Love ſays no to that: What then remains? 
Firſt I will try Allurements, and diſcover 
'The Love to him, but will conceal the Lover ; 
I'll uſe Deceits, if that avail me not; 
And if thoſe fail me too, my Brain ſhall plot 
A brave Revenge: Mſirtillo ſhall partake 
Hate, if he ſpurn at Love; and I will make 
His Amarillis rue, that ſhe was &er | 
A Rival unto me, to him ſo dear. 
Laſt I will teach you both what*tis to move 
A Woman to abhor where ſhe did love. 


—_—___—__ 
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SCENE IT 


Titiro, Montano, Dametat. 
| 5 


Titiro. 


Speak, Montano, what I know is true, 
And ſpeak to One who knows more than I do. 
© Your Oracles are ſtill obſcurer far 

Than we imagine: And their Anſwers are 


B 5 Like 


— — — K HA r - - 
LR. £6 16» uh < — — as » of — 4. 2 — = 4 4 * 
— — - ay - > — 
. ul > r 5 ein x = 
2 = — 2 bh = . — SITS 
Ws 8 — _ Te - ah _ , LY : Ma en + 2 - - 2 _— ie 5 2 et — 
A — — . 1 7 * 2 —_— * ors 
EOS." 44 2 — re earn - IL SO — 8. —— i 
1010 orvreraroandtts — 8 nh 4 
— — 2 = — — — — 5 


— — — —ääÜ—ðä—d 
* * — — 3 
2 y — — — 
* — * 3 
— — « — ” 
* 4 m 


(34). 
Like Knives, which if they warily be caught 
„By that ſafe Part which for the Hand was 

_ wrought, 

< are uſ-ful ; but if raſhly they be ta%en 
«« By th' Edge or Point, one may be hurt or ſlain. 
That Amarihs (as thou argu'ſt) ſhou'd 
By Heav'n be deſtin'd for the gen'ral Good 
And Safety of Arcadia, who ſhould rather 
Deſire and joy, than I who am her Father ? 
But when I mark the Words of th' Oracle, 


Methinks with thoſe the Signs agree not well. 


If Love muſt join them, and the One does ay, 


How can that be? How can the Strings which 


tle 
The True-Love's Knot be Hatred and Diſ- 
dam? | 
That cannot be ed which Heav'ns or- 
Gain. 
Since then we ſee ſuch Oppoſition here, 
That Heav'n did not ordain it, 'tis moſt clear. 
Had they been pleas'd that Silvio ſhould have 
had 
My Amarillis, they would him have made 
A Lover, not a Huntſman. 
Mont. Doſt not ſee, 
He's Young, not yet Seventeen? In Time ev'n he 
Will feel the Dart of Love. 
Tit. A Dog has got | 
His Love: Iknow not whya Nymph ſhould not. 


Mon.. 


„ 

Mont. Youths are inclin'd much more to 
Recreation. . 

77. And is not Love a nat' ral Inclination? 

Mont. Before the Time *tis an unnat'ral 
Thing. ö 

77. Love is a Bloſſom which adorns our 
Spring. 

Mont. Your forward Bloſſoms ſeldom come 
to good. 

Tit. ** They ſeldom fail where Froſts nip not 
the Bud. 

But came I hither to diſpute with thee, 

Montano ? I nor can, nor fits it me. 

Yet Pm a Father too of a moſt dear 

And only Child ; and (if Love do not blear 

My Eyes) a worthy one; ſuch (under favour) 

That many ſu'd me, and {till do, to have her. 
Mont. Were not this Marriage made in Heav'n 

Dy FIR 

Tis made on Earth by Faith, to violate 

Which, (Titiro) were raſhly to prophane 

The Godhead of great Cynthia, in whoſe Fane 

The ſolemn Oath was taken. Now how ready 

She is to wrath, and how incens'd already 

Againſt this Country, thou art not to learn. 

But I profeſs, as far as I diſcern, 

And a Prieſt's Mind rapt up above the Sky, 

Into th' Eternal Councils there can pry, 

This Knot by th' Hand of Deſtiny was knit, 

And all thoſe Signs which ſhould accompan' it, 


Have 
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But (as I gueſs) that and the Child together 


„ 
(Have thou but Faith) will fall out juſt and right 


In their due Time. P11 tell thee more; this Night 8 
I in my Dream a certain Thing have view'd, 1 
Which my old Hopes has more than &er re- 
new'd. —_ | . 
Tit. Dreams are but Dreams: But well; wat 
didſt thou view? RE 11 
mc Thou doſt remember, I preſume, (for 
who 


Amongſt us all 1s ſuch a ſtupid Wight 15 
As to forget) that Iamentable Night, „ 
When ſwelling Ladon (weary of his Yoke) 12 
The Banks with his rebellious Waters broke? 1 
So that where Birds were wont to build their 

Neſts | 


Uſurping Fiſhes ſwam, and Men and Beaſts, 


And Flocks, and Herds, promiſcuouſly ta'en, s 
Th' impartial Deluge ſwept into the Main 
That very Night, (O bitter Memory!) 

I loſt my Heart, or rather that which! 
More dearly priz'd, a Child, a tender one, 
In ſwathing Bands, and then my only Son. 
Both then and ſince (tho? he be dead) as dear 
To me, as if my only Son he were: 

The cruel Torrent raviſh'd him away 
Before the People of the Houſe, (who lay 

In Darkneſs, Fear and Sleep bury'd alive) 
With any timely Succour could arrive : 


We could not find the empty Cradle neither, 


Were ſwallow'd by the Flood, 
Tit, 


15 
| Tit, What elſe can be | 
Suppos'd I think I've heard (Perchance from 
1 . 
This Loſs of thine before, in very Truth 
A miſerable one, and full of ruth; 
And I may ſay, of thy two Sons the Floods 
EZ Haveſwallow'd one, the other's loſt Pth* Woods; 
Mon. Perhaps kind Hea*vn in the ſurviving 
Brother, 
Will make me Rich amends yet for the other: 
$ <*Tis always good to hope. Now hear me out: 
*T was at the Dawning of the Morn, about 
That mungrel Hour which gotten betwixt Night 
And Day, 1s halt an Ethiop and half White. 
When having Watch out all the Night almoſt, 
With various Fancies of this Marriage tot, 
Quite overcome at length with Wearineſs, 
A gentle Slumber did my Eyes oppreſs, 
Which with it ſuch a lively Viſion brought, 
That though I ſlept, I was awake. Methought, 
On fam'd Ales Bank I angling fate 
Under a ſhady Beach, there came up ſtrait 
A grave old Man, down to the Middle bare, 
His Chin all droping and his griſled Hair; 
Who with both Hands, and Countenance be- 
nigne, | 
Put a nak'd weeping Infant into mine, 
Saying, Lo here thy Son, and take good heed 
Thou kill him not; then div'd into the Reed. 
With that, black Clouds obſcur'd th* etherial + 
Round, | | 


„ And 
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Serene, and Thunderbolts to Aſhes burn'd, 


(38 ) 
And threat'ning me with a dire Tempeſt, 
frown*d. 
I to my Boſom clapt the Dake for fear, 
And cry*d, ſhall then one Hour both give and 


bear 


Away my Joy ? cock all the Welkin turn'd 


Fell hiſſing in the River, with Bows-broken, 

And Shafts by Thoufands, Signs which did 
betoken a © 

Extinguiſh*dVengeance;then a ſhrillVoicebrake | 

From the riv'd Beach, which thus diſtin&tly | 
ſpake, 

Believe Montano, and thy Hope ſtill nouriſh, 

Thy fair Arcadia once again ſhall flouriſh. 

So ever fince, in my Eyes, Mind, and Breaſt, 

T he pleaſing Figure of this Dream's impreſt, 


Standing before me ſtill in every Place; 


But above all the courteous Mien and Face 
Of that old Man (methinks I ſee him wet) 
Which made me coming now, when thee I met, 
Directly to the Temple, there with pure 
And holy Sacrifice my Dream t' inſure. 

Tit, * Truly, Montano, Dreams are Hiſtories 
Of what is paſt, rather than Propheſies 


Of what's to come: Meer Fragments of ſome 


Sight, 
Or Thought of the paſt Day, which print at 
Night | 

© A yain Reflection of themſelves, like thoſe 
Which in a Cloud the Sun oppoſed ſhows. 


Mont. 


e purple and perfumed Breaſt diſplays: 


(39) 
Mont. Not always with the Senſes ſleeps the 
Soul : 
Rather when ſhe is free Gi all Controul 
Of couſening Forms, which do the Senſes 
blind, 
« Whilſt they? re aſleep, more wakeful is the 
Mind. 
Tit. In ſhort: How Heav'n has deſtinꝰd to 
diſpoſe | 
Of our two Children, neither of us knows : 
But this is clear to both of us, thine flies, 
And againſt Nature's Law, does Love deſpiſe. 


And mine (as't proves) is ty*d ; herſelf yet hath 
No Benefit of her engaged F aith. 


Nor do I know whether ſhe Loves or no : 
That ſhe makes others love full well I know ; 
And can I think 1t probable that ſhe 
Should many wound, and go herſelf ſtill free ? 
Methinks of late ſhe's alter'd in her Cheer, 
Who us'd all Mirth and Jollity Yappear. 

* But to put Maids in mind of marrying, 
* And not to marry them is an ill Thing. 
As in a curious Garden a fair Roſe, 


Which (cloyſt'ꝰred up in Leaves) did late repoſe 3 | 


* Under the fable Canopy of Night 

Upon its Mother-ſtalk, with the firſt Light 

* Raiſes its Head, then opes its tender Eye, | 

© Whencewhilp'ring Bees ſuck Nectar as they fly; 
* Then to the Sun which on its Form does gaze, 


« But if it be not gather'd then, and ſtay 
Till it be kiſs'd by the Meridian Ray, 
Before 


XK R K K „ 


Before the Sun to th? other World be fled, 
Upon its mourning Stalk it hangs the Head ; 
So pale, 1o ſhrunk, ſo without Life it 1 
That one can hardly ſay this was a Roſe. 

So a young Virgin,. whilſt her Mother's Care 
Shuts and preſerves her from the blaſting Air, 
Shuts her own Boſom too againſt Defire : 

But if ſhe find ſome am*rous Youth to eye 

© Her 


And hears him ſigh, ſheſhews him ſtraight her 


: Heart, 
And in her tender Breaſt receives Love's Dart. 


Then if by Fear, or elſe by Maiden Shame, 
She be with- held from ſhewing of her Flame, 


A 


La 


A 


A 


tn Bud, 
Lies 5 her damaſk Cheek ſucking the Blood: 
So all her Beauty's gone, if that Fire laſt, 
And all her Lovers when her Beauty's paſt. 
Mon. Take Courage, Titiro ; do not embaſe 
Thy Soul with mortal Fears, but nobly place 
Thy Hopes above ; Heav'n favours a ſtrong 


Faith, 


EG K6 


a 


And a faint Pray? r ne er climb'd that arduous 


Path, 
And if all Men ſhould pray to Heav'n at 


* Need, 
And pray with Hope, much more ſhould 
Heav'n's own Seed. 
Our Childrens Pedigree you know s Divine, 
And Heav'n that ſhines on all, will furely 


5 thine 
On 


(Poor Soul!) Concealment like a Worm 
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N To Pan, and I to Hercules a Steer. 
7 © The Gods who bleſs the Herds, will bleſs no leſs 
Them, who the Gods do with thoſe Bleſſings | 


From my fair Herd the Beſt and Ge:tleft Bull, 


2 Of the beſt Goats. 


[ To bleſs (Montano) this thy Dream to thee, 
En to thy utmoſt Wiſh : 
Of thy loſt Son is a good Augury. 


(4) 

On its own Progeny. Come, Titiro, 
Together to the Temple let us go, 
Together offer, thou a He-Goat there 


bleſs. 4 
Truſty Dametas go, and quickly cull 


And bring him to me to the Temple ſtrait; 
Come by che Hill, the neareſt Way is that. 
Tit, And good Dametas, from my Herd 


bring one 


Dam. Both ſhall with Greed be done. 
Tit. May the high Gods pleas'd in their Good- 


neſs be 


This Memory 


SCENE V. 
SO 


S F wiſts to Plants, to ripen'd Ears a 1 
*: Storm; 1% 
To Flow'rs the Mid-day Sun, to Seed the 
| Worm; 
To Stags the Toyls, to Birds the Lime-twig ; ſo 
"We 


642 
© Is Love to Man an everlaſting Foe. 
And he that calPd it Fire, pierc d well into 
Its treach*rous Nature; for if $7 ire thou view, 
How bright and beautiful it is? Approach'd, 
How warm and comfortable? But when touch'd, 
O how it burns! The Monſter- bearing Earth 
Did never teem ſuch a prodigious Birth: 
It cuts like Razors, like wild Beaſts devours, 
And through a Wood like winged Lightning 
ſcowers. 

Where-e'er it fixes its imperious Foot, 
Cottage and Palace, all muſt yield unto 't: 
So Love, if thou behold it in a Pair 
Of ſtarry Eyes, in a bright Treſs of Hair, 
How temptingly it looks! what kindly Flames 
It Breathes! what Peace, what Pardons it pro- 

claims ! . 
But in thy Boſom if thou do it keep, 
So that it gather Strength, and 'gin to creep, 
No Tygreſs in Hircanian Mountains nurſt, 
No Lybian Lioneſs is half fo curſt, 
Nor frozen Snake foſter'd with Human Breath. 
His Flames are hot as Hell, Bonds ſtrong as 

Death 3 -- 
He is Wrath”s Hangman, Pity s Enemy, 
And to conclude, Love void of Love. But why 
Accuſe I him ? Is he the Author then 
Of all thoſe Pranks which mortal Wights, not 
nen 
They are in Love, but out of their Wits, do? 
Women, perfidious Women, 'tis to you 


* ? 


That 
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That I impute Love's Rancour; all what's naught 

In him from you is by Infection caught. _ 

He of himſelf is Good, Meek as the Dove 

That draws the Chariot of the Queen of Love: 

But you have made him wild; for though ye 

Wa your own Hands to feed the winged Boy, 

Yet do you ſhut each Pore fo of your Breaſt, 

That in your Hearts he cannot build his Neſt. 

And all your Care, Pride, Pleaſure, ye do 
Place 1 

In the meer Outſide of a ſimp' ring Face. 

Nor is 't your Study how to pay true Love, 

And wager whether ſhall more conſtant prove 

To bind two Souls in one, and of one Heart 

To make the other but the Counter- part; 

But how your ſilver Hair your Gold to hatch, 

Then purſe it up into a Net to catch 

Poor Souls withal, and like gold Valence let 

Some Curls hang dangling o'er your Brows of 

et. f 

How much againſt my Stomach does it go 

To ſee you paint your Cheeks, to cover ſo 

The Faults of Time and Nature! How ye make 

Pale Feuille a mort a pure Vermilian take, 

Fill up the Wrinkles, die black white, a Spot 

With a Spot hide, where *tis, makce't where tis 
not. 

You tie a Thread acroſs, whereof one End 

Held in your Teeth, the other is ſuſtain'd 
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(44) 


By your Left Hand, whilſt of the running Knot, 
Your Right Hand makes a Nooſe to ope and 
ſhut | 
Like ſhaving Tongs : This Inſtrument you fit 


To your rough downy Foreheads, and with it 


Shave all the Down, and the wild Hairs which 
ſhoot | | | 

Above their Fellows, pull up by the Root ; 

And all the while ſuch Torment you are in, 


That *tis at once a Penance and a Sin. 
Nor 1s this all ; your Qualities are much 
After your Faces, and your Faith is ſuch 


As are your Works. For what 1s there in you 

That is not counterfeit and painted too? 

Do your Lips ope ? Before ye ſpeak ye lye ; 

And if ye ſigh, ye lye moſt damnably. 

Falſe Lights your Eyes are, and falſe Weights 
your Ears ? 

Your Hearts falſe Meaſures, and falſe Pearl 
your Tears: 


So talk or look, or think, or laugh or cry, 


Seem or ſeem not, walk, ſtand, or fit, ye lye. 

Nay, there is more yet, your couſening thoſe 

Moſt who on you do moſtly then repoſe; 

Your Loving moſt thoſe who do leaſt lov 
ou, 0 

And chuſing to die rather than be true; 

Theſe are the bad Arts, theſe are the curs'd Ways 

That make Love ſad and hateful in our Days. 

All his Faults then we may moltJuſtly lay 

On you; or rather on ourſelves: For they 
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Sin that believe you. Then the Fault's in me 


Perjur'd Coriſca) who did credit thee ; 
Come hither only for my Bane (I think) 
From Argos wicked Streets, of Vice the Sink. 
Vet th'art ſo ſly, and play'ſt ſo well the Scout, 
To keep thy Deeds and Thoughts from tra- 


ei - 
That *mongſt the chaſteſt Dames thou jettꝰſt it 
now, 
With Honeſty ſtamp'd on thy haughty Brow : 
What Scorns have I receiv'd, what Diſcontent 
From this ungrateful Woman? I repent, | 


| Yea, bluſh I was ſo fond. Example take 


By me, unskilful Lovers, how ye make 

An Idol of a Face, and take 't for granted, 

There's no ſuch Devil as a Woman fainted. 

She thinks her Wit and Beauty without Peer, 

And ofer her ſlaviſn Soul does domineer 

Like ſome great Goddeſs, counting thou wert 
born 

* (As a Thing mortal) only for her Scorn; 

Takes all that Praiſe as Tribute of her Merit, 

Which is the Flatt'ry of thy abject Spirit. 

Why ſo much Serving ? So much Admirations ? 

Such Sighs, ſuch Tears, ſuch humble Sup- 

plications ? 

Theſe are the Woman's Arms: Let us expreſs 

Ev'n in our Loves Valour and Manlineſs. 

Time was when I (as luſty asI am) 

Thought Tears and Sighs could Womans Heart 


_ enflame : 


But 


(46) 
But now I find Terr'd ; for if ſhe bears 
A ſtony Heart, in yain are Sighs and Tears. 
We muſt ſtrike Fire out of her Breaſt by dint 1] 
Of Steel: What Fool us'd BeHows to a Flint? 
Leave, leave thy Tears and Sighs, if thou 5 
| wouldſt make 
A conqueſt of thy Dame ; and if 880 bake 
Indeed with unextinguiſhable Fire, q 
In thy Heart's Center ſmother thy Deſire 
The Belt thou canſt, and watch thy Time o 
do 
That which both Love and Nature prompt 
thee to: 
For Modeity's the Clutter of the Woman, 
Who will not have her Privilege made com- 
mon z ; 
Nor though ſhe uſes it herfelf with Men, | 
* Would ſhe have them to uſc't with her agen : | 
* Being a Vertue for the Admiration 
3 them that court her, not their Imitation; 
This is the plain and natural Way of Love; 
Indeed the only one that I approve. 
My coy Coriſca thall not find of me 
A baſhful Lover (as I us'd to be) 
But a bold Foe ; and ſhe ſhall feel I can 
Aſſault her with the Weapons of a Man, 
As well as with the Woman's Arms, Twice 
now 
Pve caught this Eel, and yet I know not how | 
She has ſlipt through my Hands ; but if ſhe 
come 


A third Time near my Boar, I'll ſtrike ſo home 
"Through 
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Through both her Gils, that I ſhall marr her 
= © light ; WES | 

Here ſhe comes forth to Relief ev'ry Night, 


And like to a good Hound ſnuff round about 


To find her Track: If I do ſcent her out, 
Have at her Coat; O how I mean to be 
Reveng*d upon her! I will make her ſee | 
That Love ſometimes (though he appear ſtark 
,, RD N : 
Can from his Eyes the Handkerchief unbind : 


And that no Woman (though ſhe may a while) 


Can glory long in Perjury and Guile. 


G H RW 


O Powerful Law, which Heaven or Nature, 
Writ in the Heart of every Creature l 
Whoſe amiablè Violence, | 

And pleaſing Rapture of the Senſe, 

Does byas all Things to that Good 

Which we defire not ungerſtood. 


Nor the exteriour Bark alone, 


Subject to th* Senſe of every one, 

I hoſe frail Materials quickly muſt 

Reſolve again into the Duſt ; 

But the hid Seeds and inward Cauſe, 

Whoſe Subſtance is eternal, moves and draws. 
And if the ever-teeming World bring forth 

So many Things of admirable Worth, 
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F whatſoever Heaven's great Eyes, 

The Sun and Moon, or his ſmall Spies 

The Stars behold, doth own a Soul 

Whoſe aftrvePow*r informs the Whole ; 

F thence all Humane Seed have Birth, 

All Plants and Animals; if 1* Earth 

Be green, or on her wrinkled Brow it ſnows, 

From that immortal and pure Spring it flows, 
Mor this alone: On mortal Crown 

Whatever reſtleſs Spheers row! down ; 

Whence all our Actions guided are 

By Hapty or Unhappy Stan; 

Whence our frail Lives their Qu receive, 

This Stage lo enter, and to leave. 

Whatever thwarts, whatever ſtills 


Our forward, and our childiſh Wills 


(Which ſeeming to be Fortunes Play, 
To give and take our Things away, 
The World aſcribes to her) has all 
From that high Vertue its Origmal. | 

Soul of the World : If it were thou didſt ſay 
Arcadia fhauld have Reſt and Peace one Day, 
And like a Snake renew ber Youth, 
What Man dares queſtion fo Divine a Truth? 
F what the famous Oracle 


Of two whom Fate ſhould couple did foretel, 
Il fpake but as thy Mouth, if ſixt it be 


In the eternal Depth of thy Decree, 

And if the Tripeds do not Falſhoods vent, 

Ab | who retards thy WilPs Accompliſhment? 
Behold, a ſcornful Boy, a Foe 

To Love and Beauty : He (although 
Extract 


Gt 


——ͤ— — 


(49) 
Extract from Heav'n) with Heav'n contends ! 

Behold another Youth offends 

In Love as much, (in vain deſerving 

To be prefer d for humble Serving) 

And with his Flame thwarts thy Decree ! 

And the leſs Hope he has to ſee 

His Service and his true Love's Hire, 

The clearer burns his Faith and Fire; 

And he now for that Beauty dies, „ 

Which Pother (whom lis kept for) does deſpiſe. 

V Jove divided then about his Doom? 
Has doubtful Fate Twins ſtrugling in her Womb ? 
Or does Man's Mountain-hope, unlevePd yet, 
New impious Giants in Rebellion ſet, 

On both Sides to aſſault the Tow'r of Jove, 
By loving, and by ſhunning Love? 
Have we ſuch Strength £ And &er the Pow'rs above 
Shall two blind Poco rs triumph, Diſdain and Love? 

But thou Fligh Mover of the Orb, that rid'ſt 
The Stars and Fate, and with thy Wiſdom guid'ſt 
Their Courſe, look down upon our tot? ring State, 
Aud reconcile Diſdain and Love with Fate. 

That = this Flame, thaw, quench with Head nly 
ew, 

Make not one fly, another not purſue. 

And let not two Mens Objtinacy ſtand 

Betwixt thy promis'd Mercy and a. Land. 
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: And yet who knows ? What wwe imagine is 5 
Our af Croſs, may prove our greateſt Bl. 
„ on the Sun no Human Eye can Cage, þ 
** ho then can pierce into Jove's hidden Ways 
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Ergaſto, Mirtillo. 
© Ergaſto. 


What a Walk have I had! At the 
Race, 
The Mead, Hill, River, Fountain, 
Wreſtling⸗ place 
Pve been to ſeek thee : Heav'n be prais'd, at laſt 
Pve found thee here. 
Mir. What News requires ſuch Haſte ? 
Bring'ſt thou me Life or Death? 
Fro. The Laſts a Thing 
Which if I had for thee, I would not bring : 
The Former, though I have not for thee yet, 
I hope to bring. But why art thou o'er-ſet 
With thy own Sighs? If thou wouldit overcome 
Another, overcome thy ſelf at Home: 
Live and reſpire again — But to proceed 
To that which made me ſeek thee with ſuch 
ſpeed; 
The Matters this: Know'ſt thou (who does 


not know ?) 
Ormind's Siſter ? Rather tall than low 


C 2 She 
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(52) 
She is of Stature, cherry-cheek*d, her Hair 
Inclin'd to Flax, and of a ſprightly Air. 
Mirt. What is her Name ? 
=. Cora. - *- 
Mi Yes, I do 
Know her, and have converſed with her' too. 
Erg. Know then that ſhe (ſee the good Luck 
on't! What 
Has been the Means to work it I know not, 
Or on whole Score it comes) is grown of late 
With Amarillis very intimate. 
Which J perceiving, a Relation made 
Of thy Affection unto her, and pray'd 
Both her Aſſiſtance and her Secrecy 
T herein, which ſhe accorded readily. ; 
Mir. O bleſt a thouſand thouſand Times and 
„ 
Than all (Mirtillo ) that e' er lov'd before, 
If this be true: But prethee, did ſhe ſay 
Nothing at all unto thee of the Way ? 
Erg. Nothing as yet, and I will tell thee why : 
Coriſca ſaid, ſhe could not certainly 
Determine of the Way *till ſhe might know 
Some Circumſtances of thy Love, that fo 
She might be better able to diſcern 
The Inclination of the Nymph, and leatn 
How to addreſs her ſelf, with Subtilty, 
Or with Intreaties what *rwere beſt to try, 
Or what to leave : This was the Cauſe made me 
To come ſo haſtily in ſearch of thee. 
Therefore from firſt to laſt thou ſhalt do well, 
Thy Love's whole Story unto me to tell. 
„ 


8 
Mir. Ill do it. But know, Friend, to 
ſtir again 5 

The bitter Memory of Love in vain, 

Is like the Toſſing of a Torch about 
One's Head i'th' Air, thinking to ſhake it out 
When Agitation kindles it, and makes 

The Flame cling faſter to the melting Wax: 

Or like the Tugging of a deep-fix d Dart, 

By which the Wound's made greater, and the 

Smart. 1 

Moſt true, it is, I ſhall a Tale relate, 
Which will demonſtrate the unſure Eſtate 
Of Lovers Hopes, and that howe'er the Root 
Of Love be ſweet, it bears a bitter Fruit. 

In that fair Seaſon when Day's Wheels out- 


run 


The Night's ( twas juſt a Twelvemonth ſince) 


this Sun 
Of Beauty, this fair Pilgrim came to bring 


With her Approach, as twere a ſecond Spring 


To my then only rich and happy Neſt, 

Elis and Piſa with her Preſence bleſt; 
Brought by her Mother in thoſe ſolemn Days, - 
When Sacrifices and Olympick Plays 


Through all the World fo famous are kept there 

In Honour of the mighty Thunderer.. 

Shows worthy ſure of thoſe fair Eyes: But 
thoſe | 

Fair Eyes themſelves were far the worthier 
Shows, 
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( 54 / 
Whence I, who *till that Inſtant never knew 
What Flames of Love did mean, at the firſt 
View 5 | 
Of thoſe bright Lamps, yielded, and never 
fought | 
One Stroke againſt her; for I felt (methought) 
Two fiery Balls fly Whizzing through my Liver, 
And Beauty (a bold Thief) ery'd, Stand, De- 
liver 
Thy Heart, N. 22 
Rr. O Love's piercing Steel, 
W hich they alone can Underſtand that feel! 
Mr. But now to ſee what cunning Love 
ſuggeſts, 
Ev'n to the Youngeſt and the Simpleſt Breaits! 
I made a dear young Siſter of my own 
(Who was my cruel Nymph's Companion grown 
Whilſt ſhe in Elis and in Piſa ſtaid) 
Acquainted with my Pain. This ſilly Maid 
Was all the Council Love allotted me 
For managing my am'rous Buſineſs: She 
With her own Garments decks me in great Order 
And binds my ſhort Hair with a borrowed 
Border, 
Then braids it all with Flowers, hanging a Bow 
And Quiver by my Side, and laſt does ſhow 
How I ſhould frame my Words and Count”- 
nance, where 
No Footſteps of a Beard did then appear. 
The Hour approached, ſhe conducted me 
Where my Nymph us'd to play; and there 


tound we 
Some 


8888 


Some Noble Megarenſian Maids, whom Blood 
And Love link*d to her, as I underſtood. 


Mongſt them was ſhe like Royal Roſe mongſt 


low- 
Born Violets : And when as they had fo 
For a good Space without more Paſtime ſtaid, 
A Megarenſian Virgin roſe, and faid ; 
What, at a Time for Paſtime ſo renown'd, 
Shall we without our Sports be idle found! 
And have not (Siſters) we our Weapons then 
To make Mock-fights withal as well as Men ? 
By my Advice we'll practiſe our Arms now 
Againſt our ſelves in jeſt, as we muſt do | 
In earneſt one Day againſt Men: Let's kiſs, 
And wage a kiſſing War; and ſhe that is 
Ihe beſt Kiſs-giver ſhall receive for Meed 
{ This curious Wreath. All laugh'd, and cry'd, 
ou. 
Forthwith, not ſtaying for the Word or Sign, 
Theſe eager Amazons in Battle joyn : | 


NoRanks they kept,no Colours knew, nor Side, , 


But all Confuſion, and each each defi'd. 
The Megarenſian this perceiving, ftrait 

To the diſorder'd Troops ſounds a Retreat; 
And after ſaid, Let her deſervedly 

The juſt Judge of all our Kiſſes be 

W hoſe Mouth is faireſt. With one Voice 
Of Peerleſs Amarillis they made choice. 

She Sweetly bending her fair Eyes, 

Her Cheeks in modeſt Bluſhes dies, 

To ſhew through her tranſparent Skin - 
That ſhe is no leſs Fair within | 

. Than 
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Than fhe's without ; or elſe her Countenance 
Envyingthe Honourdone her Mouth perchance, 
Puts on her ſcarlet Robes, as who 
Should ſay, And am not I Fair too ?/, - 

Erg. Bleſt Man to be transform'd at ſuch a 
| ime, 
As if this Accident thou couldſt "IR 
Mirt. The fair Judge takes her Seat, and. 
now renews 
The am'rous Fight, according to the Uſe 
Ot War ; by Lots they march up one by one, 
To try their Mouths by hers, (the Paragon 
Of Sweetnels) or (as I may term it well) 
Of Orient Pearls a perfum'd Indian Shell, 
And the two Lips a two-leav'd Coral- door 
With honey'd Lock, to ope and ſhut with more 
Facility upon the pearly Treaſure. 
O my Ergaſt' that I could tell the Pleaſure 
Of ok 1 45 Kiſſes! But do thou hence 
gueſs it, 

That Mouth which taſted i it, cannot expreſs it. 
Extract then all the Sweetneſs which remains 
In Hybla-combs, in Cyprian Sugar-canes, 

It will be nothing to that World of Bliſſes 
I fuck*d from thence. 
Erg. O happy Theft! ſweet Kiſſes! 
Mint. Sweet, but yet lame; the better Half 
was miſſing, 


The Soul, which gives, Perfection all, to kiſſing: 
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(57) 
For though Love gave them, Love reſtor'd 
them not. | 
Erg. But hadſt thou not ſome Fear when 
*twas thy Lot 
To kils ? 5 
Mirt. My Heart (Ergaſto) to ſay true, 
Was at my Mouth, and my Soul ſhrunk into 
A narrow Volume ; *twas one Kiſs, whence all 
My Limbs ſtood tott' ring like an ill propt Wall. 
And when I came under the Battery, 
And within Aim of her ſure killing Eye, 
I fear'd the Majeſty of that bright Look, 


Left in the very Act I ſhould be took 


Of Theft and Guile which I was then about; 


But ſtrait her Count'nance clearing me that doubt 


By a ſerene and unſuſpected Smile, 

I ventur'd boldly on. Love ſtood the while 

(Ergaſto) like a Bee hid in the Leaves 

Of her Lips Roſes ; and whulſt ſhe receives 

The Kiſſes of my Mouth with hers unmov'd 

And paſſive, I the Honey only prov'd. 

But when ſhe Active likewiſe grows, 

And thruſts out this and t other Roſe, - 

(Whether her Gaicty of Heart it was, 

Or my good Luck, for *twas not Love alas) 

* our two Mouths ſnapt like a Bone well 
et 

And like two Tallies that are Brothers met, 

(O my dear ſweet and num'rous Treaſure ! 

Do I out-live ſo great a Pleaſure ?) 


Then, then I felt the Sharp ſweet Dart, 


The am'rous Sting piercing my Heart. 
C 5 Which 


14 
18 
1 
x 1 
2 
14 
' 19 
4 
14 
128 
N 0 * 
42 ' 
_ 
L : * 
7 | 
4 * 
3 { : 
N 
1 
_ 
$ 
1 
_ 
* 1 
1 
a 
1 1 
2 
by 
4 
Lat 
i 0 
4 , 
Ly 


— 


3 = 2 - 
EE 
CE 
* 


ee 
£ — IRE 


(58) 
Which was (it ſeems) reſtor'd me then, 


That I might have 1t hurt agen. 
J then as ſoon as I had found 


Her Lips had givin me my Death's Wound, 


Was ready, like ſome deſperate gaſping Wight, 
The Weapon which had wounded me to bite: 
When ſuddenly her ſweet Breath, like the Blaſt 
Of an inſpiring Deity, did caſt 
A holy Damp upon my ſaucy Blood, 
Which all immodeſt and wild Heat withſtood. 
Erg. O Modeſty, the Block and - copy 
W hich ever lies in the true Lover's Wa 
Mirt. Now all of them had had their 3 
and come 
With Thoughts ſuſpended to attend the Doom, 
When Amarillis judging mine © exceed 
All th' other Kiſſes, plac'd the Victor's Meed 
(That curious Wreath) with her own ſnowy 
Hand 
Upon my Head. But O! no Ly lah Sand 
Beneath the Syrian Dog cer broil'd fo much 
When he both barks and bites; his Rage is ſuch, 
As my whole Heart was then on fire 
Betwixt Fruition and Dcfire. 
And (being never conquer'd half ſo much 
As when I was a Conqu'ror) fuch 
My Boldneſs was, that from my Head 
I reach'd the Wreath to her, and faid, 
This is thy Due, for thee *tis meet, 
Who withthy Mouth haſt made my Kiſſes ſweet, 
And ſhe moſt courteoully accepting it, 
For her fair Hair made it a Coronet, 
. And 


. © 
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And crown'd mine with another, which before 
Upon her own divine fair Head ſhe wore: 

W hich is the ſame I now do bear, and ſhall 
Heav'n willing) to my Funeral, 

Wither'd as *tis, to keep in Memory 

That happy Day; but moſt to ſignify 

My wither d Hopes. 


Erg. Thy Caſe doesPity, and not Envy claim, 


Mirtillo : Or hereafter let thy Name 
Be Tantalus ; for he that jeſts with Love, 


Or plays with Fire, ſhall Pain in earneft prove, 
Poor Youth ! thou took*ſt up tranſitory Treaſure 


At too much Uſe, and of thy Theft the Pleaſure 
And Puniſhment together didſt receive. 
But did ſhe never the Deceit perceive ? 

Mirt. I know not that, Ergaſto; this T do, 
Whilſt ſhe thought Elis worthy of her View, 
She was ſtill bounteous to me of her Eye, 
And gracious Smiles. But my hard Deſtiny ' 


Snatching her thence, and unawares almoſt, 


I ſtrait came flying hither, where thou know'ſt 


My Father, though he ſojourn'd long abroad, 


Yet ſtill retains his wonted poor Abode. 
I came and ſaw (O Sight!) my Day begun 
In fuch a fair and ſmiling Morn, now run 


To its long Weſt, When I appear'd in Place, 


The Light'nirg of Diſdain flaſn'd in my Face; 


Then did ſhe bend her Eyes, and turn'cd away, 


Theſe Victeors bode my Death, then did 1 lay. 
M-an while, that I ſhould fo by ſtealth depart, 


My tender Father deeply took to Heart; 


And 
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And with the Grief on 't an Infirmity 

So terrible, that he was like to die. 

This forc'd me back, which prov'd (alas I) 
in one, 

It Health to the Father, Sickneſs to the Son. 

= .For Half a Year of a Love-cauſed-Feaver 

1 J languiſh'd, and I think had languiſh'd ever, 

If my Indulgent Father had not ſought 

In Time the Tripods Counſel ; whence he 

it 

This Anſwer, That t* Arcadian Air alone 

Could make me Mell again. I thereupon 

Return'd (Ergaſto) to reviſit her 

(O Fallacy of that Grand Sophiſter, . 

The Oracle!) who made my Body whole, 

To cauſe eternal Sickneſs in my Soul. 

Erg. Thou haſt related a ſtrange Tale in 

Truth, 

Mirtillo, a Caſe worthy of much Ruth 4 

Without all doubt. But oft a deſp'rate State 7 

Has prov*d the Cauſe that cures as deſperate, 1 

* Have ſav'd the Sick. And now. *tis Time 0 
I go 

To tell Toriſca what from thee I know : 

Expect me at. the Fountain, there will I 

*Ere long be with thee. 

Miri. Go on proſp*rouſly-; N 

And Heav'n at Need that Pity ſhew to thee, 

(Courteous Ergaſto) which thou ſhew'ſt to me. 
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SCENE IE 


Dorinda, Lupino, Silvio... 


Cf my fair Silvio, and as proud as far... 
Thrice fortunate Melampo, that I were 
Unto thy cruel Maſter half ſo dear 
With that white Hand with. which he gripes 
my Heart, 


He ſtroaks and feeds thee, nor does he depart 


From thee by Night, nor part from thee by Day; 


Whilſt J that ſo much love him, in vain pray, 


= And ſigh in vain, And that which worſe I bear 


Than all the Reſt, he gives to thee fuch dear 


And luſhious Kiſſes, one of which would make 
Me rich, and I too kiſs thee for his Sake, 


Happy Melamp- O Dog ſent from Above, 
To ſteer the erring Footſteps of blind Love! 
Lead on, ſure Guide, whither Affection me, 
But Nature only, and Inſtin& draw thee. 
But hark a little, does not a Horn blow. 
In this near Thicket ? | 

Sil. Sogh, Melampo, Sogh! 


Dor. That is(if Love delude me not) the Sound 


Of Silvio's Voice, who ſeems to call his Hound 
About theſe Woods. 


Sil. 


Dorinda. ! 
Aithful and fortunate, Delight and Care 
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Si. Melampo, Sogh, hogh, hogh. 
Dor. It is the very Voice of Silvio; #% 
Happy Dorinda, to whom Heav'n has ſent 
The ſelf ſame Thing in ſearch whereof I went 


Pl hide the Dog; with that he holds fo dear 


I may chance buy his love. Lupino ! 
Lup. Here. 


Der. Go take this Dog, and hide thee here- 


about : 
Conceiv*ſt thou me? 
Lup. I do. 
Dor. But come not out 
Until I call. 
Lup. I wo'nt. 
Dor. Nay, quickly Man. 


Lit. And do iow quickly take ſome Order 


then, | 
That if the Dog ſhould have a hungry Fit, 

He may not ſwallow me up at a Bit. 

Dor. A Coward | Hence. 

Sil. O whither ſhall I ſteer * 
My wretched Steps, to follow thee my dear 
Faithful Melampo ? Over Hill and Plain, 
Till I am tir'd and founder'd, I in vain 
Have hunted for thee. Curſed be the Doe 


Thou follow'dſt: But behold, a Nymph may 


know 


Some News of him! O vile Eur This 


Is ſhe, who with her Importunities 
Torments me ſtill : But there's no Remedy 


Save Patience now, Fair Nymph, didſt thou 


lee my oe 
Faithful 


c 63 ) 
Faithful Melampo, whom I ſlipt, while-ere;. 
After a Doe ?. 
Dor. 1 (Silvio) fair? I fair? 
Why Joſt thou call me fair! ? If that I be 
Not fair in thy Eyes. 
Fil. Fair or foul, didſt ſee 
My Dog ? Anfwer me that: If not, I go. 
Dor. Jo harſh to her adores thee. Sills : © Oh! 
Who would believe in that ſweet Shape could 
neſt 
80 ſour a Soul? Thou follow'ſt a wild Beaſt 
That flies thee over Rocks; and for a Cur 
Vexeſt thy Body and thy Mind: But her 
That follows thee, and thy Content does prize 
Above the World, thou fly*ſt and doſt deſpiſe. . 
Ah! do not follow a wild flying Doe, 
Ist not a tame one, caught already? Go 
Do not unbind her. 
Si. Nymph, I came in ſearch _ 
Of my Melampo, not to hear thee preach. 
Aa 
Dor. Of not; cruel Silvio, no 
| Pl tell thee News of thy Melampo. 
Sil. Go, 
| Thou mock*ſt Dorinda. 
Dor. By that Love I ſwear 
That makes me Silvibs Servant, I know where 
He is. Thou ſay'ſt he did a Doe purſue.  - 
Sil. He did; and ſtrait I loſt them both 
from View. 


Dor. The Dog and Doe then at this preſent 
x une > - 
Are 
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Are in my Power. 
Sil. In thy Power? h 
Des. Yes, in mine, 


*T was that I ſaid : ' Doft thou think much that 


ſhe 
Should: love thy Dog (ungrateful) who loves 
thee ?. 
Sil. My dear Dorinda, give em to me ſtrait, 


Dor. Out Shittle-Cock, I'm come to a fine 


State, 
When Beaſts endear me to thee. But indeed 
(My Heart) thou get ' ſt them not without ſome 
Meed. 
Sil. And Reaſon good, I'Il give the; 5 Jet 
me ſee 
(I'll cozen her.) 
Dor. What wilt thou give to me! 2 
Sil. Two fair Queen- apples I will give to thee, 
Which my own fairer Mother gave to me 
The other Day.“ 
Dor. For Apples, I want none: 
I could give thee two fairer of my own, 


And ſweeter too, but that thou careſt not 


For what I give. 

Sil. Then wouldſt thou have a Goat ? 
Or Lambkin ? (but my Father will not let 
Me make ſo bold with what is his as yet.) 

Dor. Nor Goat, nor Lambkin, do I care 

to have : 
Thee only, Sitvio, and thy Love I crave. 

Sil. My Love? No more! 

Dor. No more. 

Sil. 


How ſhould I pleaſe thee? 


(65) 
Sil. I give it, fo 
Give me my Dog, (dear Nymph) now, and 
my Doe. 
Dor. Ah, thou that knew'ſt the Worth of 
what thou art, 
So bounteous of, doſt ſpeak i it fromthy Heart! 
Sil. Nymph mark my Words: I find thou 
talk*ſt to me : 
Still of a Thing calPd Love; what this ſhould be 
I know not: Thou wouldſt have me love thee 3 
and 
I do (as far as I can underftand) 
With all my Heart: Thou call'ſt me Cruel; I 
Am 1gnorant of what 1s Cruelty. 


Dor. In whom hop'ſt thou, poor 
Dorinda? Whence doſt thou expect thy Cure? 
From ſuch a Beauty as has felt as yet 
No Spark of that which does all Lovers ſet 
On fire? Art thou my Flame, and art not hot? 
Doſt thou breathe Love, and what it is know*ſt 

„„ 
That gentle Goddeſs whom the . kak our, 
Tooka moſt beauteous humane Shape upon her 
To bring thee forth : F irebrands thou haſt 

and Dart, 
Witneſs my flaming and my bleeding Heart. 
Add Wings, another Cupid thou wilt prove, 
At leaſt want nothing to be Love, but Love. 

Si]. What is this Love ? 

Dor. When I behold thy Eyes, 
It is the Light of Paradiſe : 2 

But 
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But my own Heart conſider'd well, 
It is the very Fire of Hell. 


Sil. Nymph what a Prating now is here with | 


the? 
Give me my Dog and Doe, and preſently. 


Dor. Give me the Love firſt that I bargain*d 


for. 
Sil. Have I not grn it thee ? Fy, what a ſtir 
T here is to pleaſe this Woman ! Take it: Do 


W hat thou wilt with it, Who forbids thee ? 


Who 


With-holds it? On whatTrifles doſt thou ſtand ? 
Dor. Wretched Dorinda, thou doſt ſow the 


„ 
And fondly undertalꝰſt Labour i in vain. 


Sil. What dream'ſt thou of? Why hold'ſt 


thou me in pain? 


Dor. When thy Deſire's once granted thou. 


wilt go 


And leave me ſtrait, perfidious Silvio. 


Sil. No, 
Indeed fair Nymph. 
Dor. Give me a Pawn then. 
Sil. Name 
The Pawn. 
Dor. Alas! I dare not. 
Sil. Why? 
Dor. For ſhame. 
Sil. But how then can I give it thee? 75 
Dor. I would 


Fain without naming it be need 
Sil. If th'art aſham'd to name it, thou 
mayſt be Afſham'd. 
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Aſham'd to take it. 


Dor. Promiſe it to me, 

And I will name it. 

Sil. I do promiſe it: 

But thou muſt name 1t firſt. 
Dor. Canſt thou not hit 

What tis I mean ? I ſhould have known from 

thee, 

If thou hadſt ſaid but half fo mich to me. 
Sil. Thou haſt more Wit than I, Dorinda. 
thor. 1 

Have more Love Silvio, and leſs Cruelty. 

Sil. Truth is, I am no Witch: If thou'd'ſt 
have me 

To underſtand oy; ſpeak. 

Dor. O Miſery 

That which I beg of thee, is one of thoſe 

Things thy kind Mother upon thee beſtows. 
Sil. A Box o'th* Ear? | 
Dor. To one that Loves thee ſo ? 

Sil. Thoſe Things my Mother does on me 
beſtow. | 

Dor. Nay, that's not ſo : But does not ſhe 
give thee | 

A Kiſs ſometimes ? 

Sil. She neither kiſſes me, | 

Nor would have others kiſs me. Is't a Kiſs 

Thou doſt defire of me ? Ir 1s, it is, 

Thy Bluſh betrays thee. Come, I'Il give it thee: 

But firſt my Dog and Doe. 

Dor. Doſt promiſe me? 
Sil. I promiſe thee. 
Dor. 


668 


Dor. And with me wilt thou ſtay ? 

Sil. Why doſt thou vex me thus? Did J not ſay 
I would ? 

Dor. Come forth, Lupino. Doſt not Hear, 
Lupino? 


Top. Ons | ogh ! what a Brawling s there? 


Who calls? OI am come. It was not I 

That ſlept, it was the Dog molt certainly, 
Dor. Look, Silvio, there's thy Dog, that 

might to thee 

Have read a Lecture of Humanity. 
Sil. How over-joy'd am I? 
Dor. Upon this Breaſt | 

Which thou deſpiſeſt ſo, he came to reſt, 
Sil. O my ſweet true Melampo. 

Dor. Setting by 

My S1ghs and Kiſſes. 
Sill. I will certainly 


Kiſs thee a thouſand Times, poor Cur But haſt. 


Thou got no Harm at all, thou ran'ſt fo faſt ? 
Dor. Fortunate Dog, that I — change 
(alas!) 
Eſtates with thee ; Pm come to a fine pals. 
To envy a Dog's Life. Bend thou thy Gait 
Towards the Chace Lupin I'll follow Strait. 
Lup. Miſtreſs, I go. 
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SCENE HI. 


Silvio, Dorinda. 


Silvio. 


F fine, th'aſt got no Harm. Now W to 
thee. 
Where is this Doe which thou haſt promis 'd 
me ? 

Dor. Alive or dead would'ſt have her ? 

Sil. Strange Demand! 
Alive after the Dog has kill'd her? 

Dor. And. 
If the Dog kill'd her not? 

Sil. Alive is ſhe? 

Dor. Alive 

Sil. The dearer then the Prey to me. 
And had my dear Mzlampo ſo much Art 
As not to hurt her? 

Dor. Only in the Heart 
She had a little Prick. 
Sil. Either th'art mad, 4 
Dorinda, or doſt mock me. If ſhe had 
A Prick i'th' Heart, how can ſhe live? 

Dor. The Doe, 
I ſpeak of, I am, cruel Silvio! 
Hurt by thee, without being hunted : Take me, 
I am alive; but dead, if thou forſake me. 

Sil. Is this that Doe? That Prey ? 

Eo Der, 
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W || Dor. Ev'n this: Why now 

W | Art thou ſo diſcontented ? Doſt not thou 

it | Love a Nymph better than a Beaſt : ? 

1 Sil. My Hate 

5 Thou art, Brute, Lyar, Vile, Importunate. 

1 | Dor. Is this the Guerdon, cruel Silvio? So 
Is then the Meed thou doſt on me beſtow, 
Ungrateful Youth ? Take thy Melampo free, 
And me and all, ſo thou come back to me: 
The reſt I do remit. Let me be plac'd 
But in the Sun-ſhine thy fair Eyes do caſt. 
Truer than thy Melampo ] will trace 
Thy Steps, and when th'art weary'd with the 
hace, 
PH wipe thy ſweating Brow, and on this Breaſt 
(Which cannot reſt for the ee) thy Head ſhall reſt: 
PII bear thy Arrows, and thy Quiver bear 
Thro? theſe rough Woods; and if there want | 

Game there, | | 

Shoot at Dorinda's Boſom. At this White 

Set thy good Bow, whenc'er it ſhoots not right | 
For Pl be both the Prey, if you think fit, 0 


To keep in ure, and Drudge to carry it 

Thy Arrows, Quiver, and their Butt to hit. 

But to whom do I talk ? Alas! to thee 
That hear'ſt me not, and fly'ſt away from me. 
But whereſo'er thou. fly, cursꝰd Silvio, know 

Dorinda will fly after thee; altho? 

To Hell it ſelf, if any Hell there be 

Worſe than my Love is, and thy Cruelty. 
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SCENE IV. 
Coriſca. 


VL ortune beyond my Wiſh has favour'd me, 
1 And fit it is that they ſhould favour'd be, 
Who not with Wiſhings only ſeek her Favour. 
© Pow'rful ſhe is; and Men with Reaſon have her 
In Reputation of a Goddeſs. But | 
We muſt go meet her then, and wait a Foot 
© To find her Humours ; and muſt uſe our own 
Judgment in playing of our Game: A Drone 
© Seldom or never does prove fortunate. 
Had not my Induſtry made me the Mate 
Of her, by whom, under the Name of Friend, 
I have fit Means and ſafe to work my End, 
Where had I been? Some Fool would now be 
= .- 3 | 
| And view her Rival with a jealous Eye, 
Bearing the open Tokens of III-will 
Writ in her Forehead ; and ſhe would do ill: 
For open Foes are eaſier to evade, 
Than Ambuſhes that are in Friendſhip laid. 
< Wiſe Mariners by Rocks hid in the Sea 
Are oft deceiv'd: She knows not how to be | 
| © An Enemy, that knows not how to ſeem | 
A Friend. Coriſca's Skill ſhall now be ſeen 
In both: Nor am I yet ſo ſimply dull 
To think ſhe does not love. Well may ſhe gull 
Others with this, not me ; who am gone out nn 
A Mittreſs in the Art, A tender Sprout } 
5 Ne 
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New peep'd out of the Bark, within whoſe Breaſt 
There's built for love already a foft Neſt, 
Long woo'd, and woo'd by ſo compleat a 

f | | | 
And (which is worſt) Kkiſs'd too over and over, 
And yet hold tight: Believ*c for me that liſt, 
But my good Genius now does me aſſiſt; 
For look if Amarilhs come not here 

As ſent: III walk as if I did not ſee her. 


1 — 3 
— 


S n . 


Amarillis, Coriſca. 


une ae, we, 


Amärillis. | 
. happy Groves, and you ye ſolitary 
And ſilent Horrours where true Peace does 
tarry, 5 | 
With how much Joy do I review you ? And 
Had my Stars pleas'd to give me the Command 
Over my ſelf, that I might chuſe my Lot, 
And my own Way of Life, then would I not 
For the Eliſian Groves, about which range | 
The happy Shades, your happy Shades exchange. 
For what we fooliſh Mortals Goods do call, E; 
© If rightly underſtood, are Evils all. - 
He that has moſt of them, in truth has leaſt, 
Nor is ſo much Poſſeſſor as poſſeſs'd; 


Not 


(73) 
Not Riches, no. But, of our Freedom, Snares. 
What boots it in the Spring- time of our Years. 
To have the Attributes of Fair and Good, 

In mortal Veins to lock cceleſtial Blood, 

* Graces of Body and of Mind, here fair 


And laughing Fields of Corn, rich Meadows 


there, 2 ad 
Infruitful Paſture- grounds more fruitful Flocks, 
If with all theſe the Heart Contentment lacks? 
Happy the Shepherdeſs, whom ſome courſe Stuff 
Obſcurely clothes, yet clean and juſt enough! 
Rich only in herſelf, and bravely dreſs'd 
With Nature's Ornaments, which are the beſt : 
Who in ſweet Poverty no Want does know, 
Nor the Diſtractions which from Riches grow. 
Yet whatſoever may ſuffice the Mind, 
In that Eſtate abundantly does find : 
Poor but Content! With Nature's Gifts retrieves 
The Gifts of Nature, Milk with Milk revives, 
And with the Sweet which from the Bee ſhe gets, 
Seaſons the Honey of her native Sweets: 
One Fountain is her Looking-Glaſs, her Drink 
Her Bath; and if ſhe's pleagd, what others 
think | 
Tt matters not ; ſhe heeds not Blazing-Stars 
That threaten mighty Ones: Wars or no Wars. 
It is all one to her; her Battlement 


And Shield is that ſhe's poor: Poor, but Content ! 


One only Care (tis a ſweet Care) does keep 


Her Heart awake ; ſhe feeds her Maſter's Sheep 
With pearled Graſs, and with her lovely Eyes 


| | Some honeſt Swain, who for her Beauty dies : 


D Not 


co) 


Not ſuch as Men or Gods chuſe to her Hand, 
But ſuch as Love did to her Choice commend. 3 
And in ſome favour'd ſhady Mirtle Grove 
© Deſires, and is deſir'd: Nor feels of Love 
One Spark which unto him ſhe does not ſhow, 
Nor ſhowsoneSpark withwhichhedoesnotglow. 
Poor, but Content! True Life ! which *till the 
Breath 
Forſakes the Body, know'ſt not what is Death. 
Would Heaven had made me 2285 a One | ---- 
But ſee 
Coriſca ! ſweet Cor iſca. 
Cor. Whocalls me ? | 
My Amarillis? Dearer than my own 
Eyes, or Life to me, whither ſo alone? 


Am. No farther than thou ſeeſt; nor ny 


where 
Could I be better, fince I meet thee here. 
Cor. Thou haſt met her that never parts from 
thee, 
Sweet Anarillis; and now, credit me, 
Was thinking of thee, ſaying in my Heart, 
Tf Im her Soul, how can ſhe live apart 
From me? When ſtrait I ſaw thee here :--Bur go, 
Thou carꝰ'ſt not for Coriſca now, © 
Am. Why ſo? | 
Cor. Why ? Doſt thou ask the Queſtion ? 
Thou oft: wed 
To Day. 
Am. I wed? | 
Cor. Yes z and thou keep it hid 


From me. 
Am. 


eee eee ee eee eee 


n 


„ 
eee ee. 


e 
Am. How can I tell thee that which I 
Am ignorant myſelf of ? 
Cor. Do, deny, 
And wear a Maſk to me. 
Am. Still jeſt with me, 


Cariſca 3 ? 
Cor. I am jeſted with by thee. 
Am, But peak ſt thou this for Truth. 
Cor. I'll ſwear tis fo, 

And know'ſt thou nothing of ' indeed 2 


Am. I know 


Pm promis d: But that I ſhould be a Wife 


So ſoon, is News to me upon my Life. 


But from whom know'ſt it thou? 


Cor. From my own Brother 
Ormino : And he ſays, there is no other 


Diſcourſe abroad. Thou ſeem' ſt perplex'd : 


Is this 
News to perplex one; 


Am. O Coriſca! Tis 


A hideous Gulf: I've heard my Mother ſay, 


Woeare then New. born. 8 
Cor. Moſt true: Tis our Birth-day 


T” a better Life, therefore rejoyce. Doſt fetch 


A Sigh ? Leave ſighing to that Wretch. 


Am. What Wretch ? 
Cor. Mirtillo : Who was preſent caſually 


At what my Brother told me, and was nigh 


Struck dead with Grief; yes, doubtleſs he = 


dy'd, 
If a good Cordial I had not apply'd, 


D 2 


By 


(76) 
By promiſing to break this Match. Which 
though | 3; + 
I ſaid, only to comfort him, I know. 
(If Need were) how to do it. 
Am. Canſt thou tell 
How to diſſolve this Match? 
Cor. Tes, very well. 
Am. I pray thee how ? 
Cor. With eaſe, if thou wert but 
Conlenting likewiſe, and aſſiſting to't. 
Am. Could I ſuppoſe this poſſible, and thou 
Wouldit not reveal it, I would tell thee now 
A Secret that has long burnt in my Heart. 


Cor. Who, I reveal it? Let the Earth firſt 


Oo 

And ſwallow me alive miraculouſly. 

Am. Know then, Coriſca, when I think that I 
Muſt all my Life be ſubject to a Boy 
That hates and flies me, and does take no Joy 
But in the Woods, perferring Hunting far 
Before the Love of all the Nymphs that are, 
It makes me Male-content, and deſperate 
Indeed almoſt, although I dare not ſay't, 
Becauſe my Faith I have already giv'n | 
Unto my Father, and (what's worſe) to Heav'n, 
And break with them I neither will nor may. 
But if thy Induſtry can find a Way 
(Always provided, that my Honeſty, . 
My Faith, my Life, and my Religion be 
Preſerv'd) t' untie this Knot that galls me ſo, 
To thee my Life and Safety I ſhall owe, 


G or. 


| 
! 
\ 
N 


| 


Hadſt great Cauſe for it, Amarillis. 
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Cor. If this were it that caus'd thy ſighing, thou 
How 
Oft have I faid ? What pity *tis to throw 
So rich a Thing to one that ſcorns it ſo 
A Pearl t a Swine ! why ſpeak*ſt not to thy 
Father ? : 
Am. Shame ſtops my Mouth. 
Cor. There's a Diſeaſe! I'd rather 
For my Part have a Fiſtula, or Fever. 2) 
But *twill be cur'd ; Ofercome it once, *twill 
never 
Return again. 
Am. That cannot be o' ercome 
That's Natural: For if I drive it from 
My Heart, it flies into my Face. 
C 
(My Amarillis) oft it comes to pals, 


« She that through too much Wiſdom holds 


her Tongue, 
* Roars out at length like mad, being through- 
ly ſtung. | | 
Hadſt thou before been willing to diſcover 
Thy Mind to me, this Trouble had been over: 
And now thou haſt, Coriſca's Power this Day 


| In all its Colours ſhall itſelf diſplay. 


Into more ſkilful Hands, more Faithful than 
Mine are, thou never couldſt have faln. But 
when | : 

From an ill Huſband thou art freed by me, 
Shall not an honeſt Suitor welcome be ; 


Am. We'll think of that at Leiſure, 
D 3 


08) 
Cor. That good Youth 
NMirtillo, muſt not be forgot in truth: 


For Parts, for ſpotleſs F aith, for Shape thou : 


- know'ſt 
Of all Men living he deſerves thee moſt : 


And canſt thou let him die? O Cruelty |! 
Nor wilt ſo much as hear him fay, I die? 
Hear him but once. 

Am. T were better he would reſt 
In Peace, and root a Love out of his Breaſt 


. 
Cor. That Comfort give him e' er he die. 


Am. T would rather double his Perplexity. 


Cor. If it do fo, the Seeking is his wn. 
Am. And what muſt I — ſhould it be 
known? 
Cor. How cowardly thou art? 
| A. And let meftill” - 
Be Cowardly in any Thing that's ill. 
Cor. If thou mayſt fail me in this . Re- 
queſt, 
Then may I fail thee likewiſe in the reſt 
Moſt juſtly, Amarillis. So Godb' ye. 
As Nay, ſtay Coriſca, hear one Word. 
ty. Not 
Unleſs thou promiſe me. 
Am. I promiſe thee ö 
To hear him ſpeak, provided this may be 
For all. 


Cor. It ſhall. 
Am. And that he may not know 


I was acquainted RT Ro. | 


_ War 
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Cor. I'll make as tho? 
Ye met by Accident. 
Am. And that I may 
At my own Pleaſure freely go away. 


Cor. Thou ſhalt, when here: haſt heard him. 


Am. And that he 
Shall briefly ſpeak. 
Cor. That too is granted thee. 
Am. Nor come within my Darts length of me. 
Cor. Fie! 
What a Stir's here with thy Simplicity! 
To make it ſure, he ſhall do thee no wrong, 


P11 tie up all his Limbs except his Tm” 


Wouldſt thou have more? 
Am. Tis well. | 
Cor. And when wilt thou 

Do this? „„ 
Am. Whene'er 3 but allow 

Me ſo much Time, as to go Home to hear 


More certain News about this Marriage there. 


Cor. Go; but with Caution, and before thou'rt 


gone, 
Hear a Contrivance I have Thought upon 
As thou wert ſpeaking : In the Afternoon 


I would have thee without thy Nymphs to come 
Into this ſhady Walk, where I will be 
Before for this Occaſion. and with me 

Nerina, Phillis, Celia, and Aglaura, 

Eliza, Daphne, Silvia too, and Laura; 

All my no leſs Diſcreet and Witty, than 
Faithful and ſecret Mates. There thou with them 


D 4 -  Shalt 


= - 2 * =p EE 2 
— m 1 
— Any pe s 
. mp. Ao 


(%) 


Shalt play(as thou art wont)at Blind-Man's-Buff, 
So that Mirtillo will with eaſe enough 
Be made believe, that for thy own  Paſtime 
Thou thither cam'ſt, and not to meet with him. 
Am. I like it wondrous well. But doſt thou 
hear? 
I would not any of thoſe Nymphs were there 
The while Mirtillo ſpeaks. 
Cor. I do conceive : 


Twas Thought upon with good Diſcretion. 


Leave | 
The getting them away to my Endeavour. 


Go: And remember one Thing — to love 


N 


Thy faithfulleſt Coriſca. 
Am. In her Hand 


Since I have put my Heart, ſhe may command 
As much Love as ſhe pleaſes. 


1— e 
— 


Cor. Te ſue not ſtiff? We muſt afſault this 
Rock 


Wich greater Force; though ſhe reſiſt my Shock, 


Againſt Mirlillbs ſhe will find no Fence 
I'm ſure : I know by Self- -EXPSTICNCE 


The Pow'rs of Lovers Pray'rs when they 


invade 
The tender Heart of an inclining Maid. 
If ſhe do yield, I'll make her ſmart fo for't, 
That ſhe ſhall find her Sport was not in Sport. 
Through her dark Words her Heart ſhall 
be to me 
As viſible as in a *natomy. 
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JIl ranſack all her Veins : That done, and I 


Made Miſtreſs of her Secret, eaſily 
P11 wind her fo, and lead her by the Noſe 


To what I'd have, that ſhe ſhall neer ſuppoſe | 
(Much leſs ſhall others) that it was my Skil! 
That drew her to't, but her unbridled Will. 


SCENE VI. 
Coriſca, Satyr. 
Coriſca. 


"I 


3 — 


I'm Dead. 

Sat. But I was quick. | 
There's a Trick now for your Trick. 
Cor. My Amarillis, J am caught. 

O come thou back. 
Sat. She hears thee not. 


T will now behove thee to be ſtrong. 


Cor. O me, my Hair 

Sat. I have ſo long 
Stood Angling for thee in my Boat, 
At laſt tart ſtruk. Tis not thy Coat, 
*Tis thy Hair (Siſter) this, a 


Cor. To me 


his Uſage (Sayr ?) 


. 0a.” Fi, ͤ 
Coriſca, or I am miſtaken: - _ 
TT - D That 


n ö 
That Miſtreſs i in the Art of making 
The fine-ſpun Lyes, that ſells fo dear 
Falfe Words, falſe Hopes, and a falſe Leer ? 
She that ſo often has betray'd me; 
She that ſo many Fools has made me 
At every turn: The Sorcereſs, 
The Cheat Coriſca. 
Cor. I confeſs, 
I am Coriſca; but not ſhe 
Now, that was once ſo lov'd ” thee, 
My gentle Sab r. 
"1 ont. Pray ſince when 
Gentle am J? ] was not then 
When me for Coridon thou didſt change. 
Cor. Thee for another? 
Sat. See how ſtrange 
She makes it now | I warrant then 
This is great News to thee ; and when 
Thou mad me Silvia's Buſkin ſteal, 
The Bow of Lilla, Cloris Veil, 
And Dapbne's Gown, that were to be 
The Price of Love you promis*d me, 
Thou gav'ſt another: And when that 
Fair Wreath I on thy Head did plat, 
Thou upon Nj didft beſtow ; 
And when thou madſt me (cold as Snow). 
Watch many a Night out at the Fountain, 
The Cave, Wood- ſide, and Foot o'th” Mount- 
ain; | 
And for my Pains didſt laugh : at me, 
Did I then ſeem ne to gh ? 


Ah 


(83) 


Ah Thief! But now as I am here, | 
FIl make thee pay thy whole Arrear. 
Cor. O me! Thou dragg'ſt me like a Beaſt, 
Sat. I drag thee like thy ſelf then. Wreſt 
Thy Neck out of the Collar now ; 
Give me the Slip if thou know'ſt how. 
Fox, tho? thy Craft the Time before 
Did fave thee, it ſhall do't no more. 
For this I'm ſure thou canſt not *ſcape, 
Unleſs thou leave thy Head i'th Trap. 
Cor. Yet give me ſo much Time I pray, 
As for myſelf to anſwer. | 
Sat. Say. 5 
Cor. How can I if thou hold me ſo? 
Sat. Tis likely I ſhould let thee go. 
Cor. P11 gage my Faith not to go hence. 
Sat. What Faith? Haſt thou the Impudence 
(Perfidious Woman) to name Faith 
To me? Pl bear thee where there hath - 
No Sun, much leſs the Feet of Men - 
Approach'd, unto the horrid'ſt Den F 
Of all this Mountain: There (but 
Will Act the Reſt) to my own Joy 
And thy Diſhonour, I will carve 
Such Vengeance as thy Faults deſerve. 
Cor. Canſt thou then (Cruel) to this Hair 
which has | | 
Ty'd faſt thy Heart unto this Face, which was 
Once thy Delight, to this Coriſca (then 3 
More dear to thee then thine own Life was when 


Thou 


Co) - 

Thou ſwar'ſt by that, that thou couldſt find it 

det 

On her Behalf, ev'n Death itſelf to meet) 
Canſt thou once think to offer Injury, 
Jay, to her? O Heav'ns! O Deſtiny ! 
Whom have I hop'd in? Whom can I believe 
Again? 

Sat. Ah Syren ! think'ſt thou to deceive 
Me ftill ? Still rock me with thy flatPring 

Charm ? 

Cor. My ſweet my deareſt Satyr, do no Harm 
To her that loves thee. Thou art not a Beaſt, 
Nor haſt a marble or a flinty Breaſt : 
Behold me at thy Feet! O Pardon me, 

If ever I by chance offended thee, 

My Idol. By thofe finewy and more 

Than human Knees, which claſping Tadore:; 
By that rough manly Viſage ; by that dear 
Affection which thou once to me didſt bear; ä 
By the ſweet Influence of thoſe Eyes which thou 
Wert wont to call two Stars, (two Fountains now) 
By theſe ſalt Tears which trickle down fo faſt, 

| Pity me now and let me go. 

Sat. Thou haſt 
Mov'd me I muſt confeſs conquer'd were I 
If I ſhould hearken to Love's tender Cry. 

But to be ſhort, I do not credit thee ; | 
Thou art too fall of Wiles and Tricks for me, 
And he that takes thy Word believes his Snares 
Beneath this humble Shew, beneath theſe Pray*rs 
Which lurk Coriſca: Thou canſt never be 


Another's. 5 ſtill? 
Cor. 
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Cor. My Head, O me 
Ah Cruel! ſtay a little longer yet, 
And grant me but one Favour. 
Sat. What is that? 
Cor. Hear me a little more. 
Sat. Thou hopeſt now 
With Flatt'ries and ſqueez d Tears to make me 
bow. 
Cor. Ah courteous Satyr! wilt thou carve 
in me 
Such cruel Vengeance ? 
Sat. Come, and thou ſhalt ſee. 
Cor. And take noPity on me ? 
Sat. None at all. 
Cor. But art thou firm in this ? 
Sal. As a Braſs Wall. 
Is this Charm ended? 
Cor. O thou baſe, and not 
To be exampled Rogue ; half Man, half Goat, 
And all a Beaſt; thou Carrion that doſt ſtink, 
By- blow and bluſh of Nature If thou think 
Coriſca loves thee not, thou think*ſt the Truth. 
What ſhould ſhe love in fuch a comely Youth ? 
That fair Stag's-head? That Chimney-ſweep- | 
er's Broom ? 
Goats-ears ? That Grave of Rottenneſs and 
Rheum 
Which once had Bones in't? 
Sat. This to me, | 
Thou wicked Varlet ? 
Cor. Yes, to thee. 
Sat, To me, thou Scold ? 
Cor. To thee, thou Goat. +77 
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Sat. And with theſe Pincers pull I not 
Thy barking Tongue out? 
Cor. Would thou durſt 
Come near't, there's that will ſcour their Ruſt, 
Sat. A paltry Woman, and in ſuch. 
Condition (being in my Clutch). 
To injure me ! and dare me too! 
I-will — — 
Cor. Baſe Slave, —_— wilt thou do? 
Sat. Eat thee alive I will. 
Cor. Where be 
Thy Teeth to do't 7 
Sat. Heav'n, doſt thou ſee 
And ſuffer this! But if I do not 
Chaſtiſc thee - Come along. 
Cor. I wo'not. | 
Sat. Wo not, my Miſtreſs Malapert ? ? 
Cor. Wo'not in ſpight of thy foul Heart. 
Sat. That ſhall be ſeen; Come, or I ſwear, 
This Arm Pl! from thy Shoulder tear. 
Cor. Tear y Head off, I wo'not go. 
One Foot 
Sat. Art thou reſolved ſo ? 
Let's ne*er diſpute then any longer, 
But put to tryal whether's ſtronger, 


And faſter on, thy Neck-piece, or 


My Arm. Thy Hands to help too ? Nor 
Are theſe (Per verſe one) enough Guard. 
Cor. That ſhall be try'd. 
Sat. It ſhall. 
Cor, Pull hard------- 
Satyr, Adieu, get thy Neck ſet. 


Fat. O me! 
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How I am ſhatter'd ! O my Head! my Knee 

O my Back-bone ! my Thigh! what a vile Fall 

Was here ! to get upon my Legs is all 

T have the Power to do. But can it be 

That ſhe ſhould fly, and leave her Head with 

mes 

O marvellous |! ye Nymphs and Shepherds run, 

Flock hither to behold a Wonder; one 

That runs away without her Head, by Skill 

In Magick. Hah! how light it is! how ill 

Peopled with Brains! How comes it that I ſee 

None of the Blood ſpirt forth? But ſtay; let me 

Peruſe it better. O thou Stock ! thou Stone! 

Thou haſt no Head, if thou think ſhe has none. 

Was ever any Man ſo fool'd? See now 

If the had not a Trick to ſcape, when thou 

Thought'ſt her more ſure ! Thou all made up 
of Wiles, | 

Was't not enough thy Heart, thy Face, thy 
Smiles, | 

Thy Looks and Speeches falſified were, 

But thon muſt likewiſe falſify thy Hair ? 

The glowing Amber, and the flowing Gold, 

Which you (mad Poets) ſo extol, behold ! 

Bluſh, bluſh now at your Error, and recant 


Tour Thread-bare Theme; inſtead whereof, 


go paint 
The Arts of a deform'd and impious Witch 
Breaking up Sepulchers by Night, from which 
She ſteals the Hair that uponDeath's Head grows 


To imp her own, which ſhe ſo neatly does, 


That 
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That ſhe has made you praiſe what you ſhould 
more 

Than dire Megara's ſnaky Locks abhor. 

Theſe (Lovers) are your Chains (I take it) too 
Look on em Idiots then: And if (as you 
Proteſt) your Hearts are faſtned to theſe Hairs, 
Now every one may without Sighs or Tears 
Come by his own. But why do I forbear 
To publiſn her Diſgrace? Surely that Hair, 
Which ſtuck with Stars adorns the azure Sky, 
Never ſo famous was as this; and ſhe | 
* more that wore it by my Tongue ſhall > 
Made infamous to all Poſterity. 


e H OR U Ss. 


IT! *Twas a grievous Fault in ber, (th 
Cav/e - | 
Of all our Sorrows) who, the Sacred Laws 
Of Love offending, by her Breach of Troth 
Kindled againſt this Land the mortal Wrath 
Of the immortal Gods, which not a Flood 
Of general Tears, nor fo much guiltleſs Blood 
Can quench yet or abate ; fo high a Prue 
* Unſpotted Faith, (Expeller of all Vice, 


Aud 


(890 
* Aud moſt undou bed Argument to prove 
A Mind deſcended nobly) bears above. 
* And ſuch a Care to 22 Love in his Creature, 
* By which we deify our human Nature) 
* Has the eternal Lover, O thoſe blind 
Miſtaken Mortals, who addict their Mind 
To wealth, ( for which Aſfection's baſely fold) 
Watching the Carcaſe of the coffind Gold, 
Lite a pale Ghoſt that wwalks about his Grave 
Or why ſhould Beauty our free Hearts enſlave * 
* Theſe are dead Loves; the Living and Divine, 
* Is where two Souls by Vertue do combine. 
*. No outward Object can with Reaſon move 
* The Heart to love it, *cauſe it cannot love: 
Only the Soul, Lauſe that can love again, 
* Deſerves a Love, deſerves a Lover's Pain. 
Well may that Kiſs be faveet thats giv'n *t a ſleek, 
And fragrant At? of 4 Feri on Cheek : 2 
And underſtanding Taſters (as are true 
And happy Lovers) will commend that too. 
"Tis a dead Kijs, ſay I, and muſt be poor, 
Which the Place 11 has no Means to reſtore. 
But the feveet Ecchcig, and the Dove like Billing, © 
Of two enccuntring Mouths, when both are willing ; 
- And when at once both Loves advance their Bows, 
Their Shafts drawn home, at once found at the Looſe, 
(How feet is ſuch Revenge ]) Thas is true Riſſing, 
Mhere there is one for other without miſſing 
A Minute of the Time, or taking more 
Than that which in the taking they reſtore. 
Whereby an interchange of am'rous Bliſs is, 


At the fame 71 ime they ſoo and gather Riſſes. 
Kiſs 
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Kiſs a red fevelling Lip, then kiſs a Wriſt, 
A Breaſt, a Forehead, or what elſe thou liſt, 
No Part of a fair Nymph jo juſt will be, 
Except the Lip, to pay this Kiſs to thee, 
Thither your Souls come ſallying forth, and they 
. Kiſs too, and by the wand ring Pow'rs convey 
Life into ſmacking Rubies, and transfuſe 
Into the Lover's ſprightly Kiſs their Uſe 
Of Reaſon ;, ſo that you diſcourſe together 
In Kiſſes, which with little Noiſe deliver 
Much Matter; and fweet Secrets, which he ſpells, 
Who is a Lever; Gibbriſb to all elſe. 

Like Life, like mutual Foy they feel where Love 
With equal Flames as with two Wings does move. 
Aud as where Lips is the beſt Kiſs : 

So wobere one's lob d, to Irve, beſt Loving is. 


ACT III. — CEN E I. 
Mirtillo. 


of new ogy 
New Leaves, new Loves, drawn by 
the winged Hours, 
Thou art returr*d ; but the Felicity 
Thoubroughtſtme laſt is not return'd with thee, 
Thou art return'd, but nought returns with 
thee. > 
Save my loſt Joys regretful Memory. 
Thou art the Self-fame Thing thou wert before, 
As fair and jocund : But I am no more 
The Thing I was, ſo gracious in her Sight, 
Who is Heav'ns Maſter- piece, and Earth's 
Delight, 
O bitter Sweets of Love! Far worſe it is 
© Tolooſe, then never to have taſted Bliſs, 
But O how ſweet were Love, if 1: could not 
Be loſt, or being loſt could be forgot 
Though if my Hopes (as mine are wont to be) 
Are not of Glaſs, or my Love make me ſee 
Them through a multiplying Glaſs ; If I 
Ber not deceiv'd both by my ſelf, and by 


Another pre 
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Another : Here I ſhall that Sun behold 
Which I adore, impart her Beams of Gold 
To my bleſt Sight behold her flying Feet 


Stop at my mournful Notes : Here on the ſweet 


Food of that lovely Face I ſhall ſuffice, 


Acſter a tedious Faſt, my greedy Eyes. 


Here, here behold that proud one on me turn 


_ Herfſparkling Lamps, if not to light, to burn. 


And if not fraught with amorous Delight, 

So kindly cruel as to kill outright. 

Yet were 't but juſt, that after ſo much Pain 

As I have hitherto endur'd in vain, 

Thou Love at length ſhouldſt make the Sun 
appear 

To this benighted Earth ſerene and clear. 

Hither Ergaſto did direct me, where 

Coriſca and my Amarillis were 

To play at Blind-man's-buff : But I can find 

In this Place nothing but my Love that's blind, 

And ſo deceiv*d, miſled by a falſe Guide 

To ſeek that Light which is to me deny'd. 

Pray Heav'n my 7 hard andenvious Fates beneath 

This gilded Pill now have not hid my Death. 

This tedious Stay afflicts me: For to thoſe 

* That go to meet their Loves, each Moment 
ſhows 

* An Age, Perchance J have arriv'd too late, 

And made for me too long Coriſca wait: 

Yet I made Haſte. Now woe is me! If I 

Have done this Fault, I'Il lay me down and die. 


SCENE 


A 


my 
SCENE II. 


Amarillis, Mintils, Chorus of N 'ympbs, 


c ca. 
| Amarillis. 


Ehold the Buff ! 
Mirt. O Sight 

Am. Come on. 

Mirt. O Voice 
That makes my Heart both tremble and re- 

joyce. 

Am. W hat do you do? Liſetta, where art thou, 
That wert ſo eager of this Sport but now ? 
And thou, Coriſca, whither gone? 

Mir. I find 
Nov it is true indeed, that Love is blind 

Am. You there that are appointed for my 

Guides, 
To hand and to ſupport me on both Sides, 
Before the Reſt of our Companions come, 
Out of theſe Trees conduct me to Field-room : 
Then leaving me alone amidſt the Plain, 
With other, our Companions mix again: 
So joyning all together, make a Rin 
About me round, and let the Sport begin. 

Mir. But what ſhall I do? Yer I cannot ſee 
Of what Advantage this ſhould be to me 

| | * 


Am. 
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In my Deſires ; nor ſee I my North Star, 
Coriſca : Succour me bleſt Heav*n ! | 


O are 


Yecome at laſt? Ye Wantons, did you mean 
Only to blind my Eyes? Come on begin. 


Cho. O Love, thou art not blind, T ſte, 


But only doſt afpear to be. 


* Jo blind us: If thy Sight's but ſmall, 
* Thou haſt, Pm ſure no o Faith at all. 
Blind or not, thou try t in van 
Me into thy Net to train. 

And to keep out of thy Pound, 

Off Iget, and traverſe Gromd. 
Blind as thou art, thou could ſee more 
Than Argos's hundred E yes of yore. 
Thou couldſt ſee (blind as thou art 7) 
Well encugh to hit my Heart. 

But I were a Fool indeed, 

Should I truſt to thee now Pm freed. 
Sport with thee henceforth that will; 
*Tis @ Sport with thee to kill, 


it Am. But at too great a Diſtance ſtill you hy : 
1! You ſhould ſtrike firſt, and after get away. 

| Approach me, touch me, ſo as not to fly 

Too _ 


r. O ye high Gods ! in Heav'n am 1? 


it Or "Earth? O Heav'ns ! do your eternal Rounds 
Move in ſuch Order, warble ſuch ſweet Sounds. 


Cho. 
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Cho. Well blind Archer, fince thou ſtill 
Urgeſt me to play, I will. 
Noro [clap thy Shoulder hard: 
Now I fly unto my Guard : 
Strike, 4 run, and firike again, 
But thou wheeP ſt about in vain. 
New I pinch thee, new remove: 
And have at thee now blind Love. 
Yet thou canſt not light on me: 


Why ? Becauſe my Heart is free. 


Am. Indeed Licoris, T had ſurely thought 
T'ave caught thee there, and *twas a Tree E 
| caught, 

What doſt thou laugh ? 
Mir. Would I had been that Tree. 
But do I not Coriſca hidden ſee 
Amongſt thoſe Brakes ? And ſhe makes Signs 
as who 


Should ſay, that ſomething ſhe would have me do. 


Cho. ©A free Heart makes a nimble Heel, 
Ab Traytor ! doſt thou tempt me ſtill 
With thy flat?* ring falſe Delight ? 
Thus then I renew the Fight. 
Sluſh, and fly, and turn, and ſhove, 
And about again blind Love : 
Yet thou canſt not light on me : 
Aby! Becauſe my Heart is. free, 
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An. Would thou wert pull d up by the Root, 


DUE Tree: : > 
That I ſhould ever thus be catching thee ! 
Deluded by the Dancing of a Bough. 
I did ſuppoſe I'd had Ehza now. 

Mir. Coriſca ſtill is making Signs to me, 
And looks as ſhe were angry; may be ſhe 
Would have me mingle with them. . 

Am. Muſt I play 
With nothing but with Branches all this Day ? 

Cor. I muſt come torth and ſpeak, or hel 

not ſtir—— -—- —— 


Be bold (faint Lover) and lay hold on her. 


Why doſt thou gape ? To have her run into 


Thy Mouth? At leaſt, if that thou dar'ſt not do, 
Let her lay hold of thee. Come, give me here 
This Spear and go to meet her F ool. 


Mir. How near 


To] impotence is ſtrong Deſire ! O Love ! 


That thouſhouldſt makea Mana Coward prove 
Am. Play but once more, for now I weary 
row. 


Sure are too blame to make me hurry ſo. 


Chor. That Triumphant God ſurvey, 

To whom am rous Mortals pay 
Tmpious Tribute | See him ſnaffeld ! 
See him lauglod at! See him baffeld ! 
As a hooded Hawk or Owl 

With light blinded, when the Fowl 
With their Armies flock about her, 
Some to beat, and ſome to flout her; 


She 


— 5 
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She in vain does rouze and peck 
This and that Way with ber Beak : 
So we baffle and deride | 
Thee (blind Love) on ev'ry Sie. 
One does pinch thy Elbow black; 
TPother has thee by the Bach; 
And thy baiting does no good, 
Nor thy pecking through thy Hood; 
Nor thy tretching out thy Claws, 
But Roh Meats have ſower Sauce, 
Birds are caught by playing thus : 
« $0 ds Kani S 


SCENE III. 


Amarillis, Coriſca, Mirtillo. 
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 Amarillis. 


Ndeed Aglaura, art chou caught at laſt? 1 
Thou dſt fain be gone, but I will hold thee "mn 


faſt, 1 

8 

Cor. Surely, e at unawares by r main | | ; 
Strength I had thruſt him on her, all in vain Will 


Pd tyr'd myſelf to make him thither go. i" 
Am. Thouwilt not HOW ah!“ art chou ſhe "ny 
Or NO : y ' 
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Cor. P11 lay his Spear e. by him, and will to 


My Buſh return, t' obſerve what will enſue. 
5 Thou art Coriſca, now it is moſt clear; 
J know thee by thy Tallneſs and ſhort Hair. 


IT was thee I wiſn'd to catch; that I might uſe 


thee 
Juſt as I liſt, and thus, and thus abuſe thee ; 
And rah and thus. Not yet? But fince *twas 
thou 
That boundſt me, do thou too unbind me now: 
Quickly, (my Heart) and thou ſhalt have of me 
The ſweeteſt Kiſs that e' er was giv'n to thee ; 
What doſt thou ſtick at? Thy Hand trembles : 
What, 
Art thou ſo weary ? If thy Nails will not, 
Let thy Teethdo't : Come, Fumbler, let me ſee 
I can my ſelf unbind, nor trouble thee. 


Fie, how with Knots on Knots it is perpl £d? 


The beſt on't is, thou muſt be blinded ne t. 
So, now 'tis loos'd : Hah ! Hear ns! Whom 
ſee I here ? 
Traytor, let go. I ſhall pie. 
Mir. My Dear | 
Ah! do 5 {trive to go away. 
Am. Unhand 
(Forcer of Nymphs) unhand me, I command. 
Ay me! Apglaura and Eliza tarry, 
etrayers of may Innocence, where are ye: ; 
Unhand me, Villain. 
Mir. I obey. 
Am. ' his Plot 
Coriſca laid: Now tell her what th aſt * 
. 7 
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= 
Mir.O'whither fly*{ thouCruel?*Erethou go, 
Banquet thy Eyes with my Deceaſe ; For lo, 
I pierce my Boſom with this Steel. 
Am. Ay me 
What wilt thou do? 
Mir. That, which it troubles thee 
Perchance (thou Barb'rous) any ſhould be ſaid 
T' have done, but you. 
Am. Alas! I'm almoſt dead. 
Mir. And if this Action to thy Hand be due, 
Behold the Weapon and the Breaſt ! 
Am. *T1s true, 
Thou haſt deſervꝰd it of me. What could move 
Thy Heart to ſuca a high Preſumption? 
Mir. Love. 
An. Love never cauſes Rudeneſs. 
Mir. Then conclude, 
] was in Love, becauſe I was not rude : 
For if within thy Arms thou caughtſt me 
0 
I cannot well with Rudeneſs be af pers'd, 
Since with ſo fair an Opportunity 
To be audacious, and to uſe with thee 
The Laws of Love, I had ſuch Pow'r over 
My ſelf, I ev'n forgot I was a Lover. 
Am. Upbraid me not with what I blind did do. 
Mir. And I in Love was blinder of the two. 
Am. Pray'r and ſweet Language diſcreet 
Lovers uſe 
To win their Loves, not Theſts and Cheats 
* K 
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246 v. As a wild Beaſt enrag'd with Want of 

Food, | 
Ruſhes on T ravellers out of the Wood : 
So I, that only live on thy fair Eyes, 
Since that lov'd Food thy Cruelty denies ; 
Or elſe my Fate, if like a rav'nous Lover, 
Ruſhing to Day upon thee from his Cover, 
Where I had long been famiſh'd, I did prove 
One Stratagem to ſave my Life, (which Love 
Prompted me to) then blame not, cruel Maid, 
Me, but thy ſelf ; for if (as thou haſt ſaid) 
Pray'r and ſweet Language only ſhould be us'd 
By diſcreet Lovers, which thou haſt refus'd 
To hear from me; thou by thy Cruelty, 
Thou by thy Flight mad'ſt me I could not be 
A diſcreet Lover. 

Am, If th'adſt giv'n her over 

That fled from thee, thy aclſt been a diſcreet 
Lover. 
But know, thou perſecuteſt me in vain ; 
What wouldſt thou have of me? 
Mir. I'd have thee yu 
Once *ere I die to hear me 

Am, See! As ſoon 
As thou has ask d, thou haſt 8 the Boon. 
Now then be gone. 

Mir. Ah Nymph ! I've ſcarcely yet 
Pour'd one ſmall Drop our to thee of the great 
Sea of my Tears. If not for Pity's fake, 

Yet for the Pleaſure thou therein wilt take, 
Liſten t' a dying Man's laſt Accent. 


N 101 ) 
Am. Well, 
To ſhun more Trouble, and thy 8 to quell; 
To hear thee Pm content. But this before : 
Say little, uickly, part, and come no more. 
Mir. Thou doſt command me, cruel'ſt 
Nymph, to bind 
In Volume much tco ſmall, that unconfin'd 
Deſire, which ſcarcely human Thought (tho it 
Be as the Soul that holds 1 it, init) 
Has Line to fathom. 
That I do love thee more than I do love 
My Life, (if thou doubt'ſt, Cruel) aſk this Grove, 
And that will tell thee 3 and with it each Beaſt, 
Each ſtupid Stock here can the ſame atteſt ; 
Each Stone of theſe high Mountains, which 0 oft 
J with the Voice of my Complaints made ſoft. 
But what need I call any Witneſs elſe 
To prove my Love, where ſo much Beauty 
dwells ? 
Behold theſe Flow'rs which wakes low Earth fo 
roud ! 
Thoſe Stars which nail Heav'n's Pavement! 
All theſe croud 
Tnto one-Ring : A Beauty like that Ane 
Is the high Cauſe and Forcer of my Flame. 
For as by Nature Water does deſcend, 
The Fire to the ſuperiour Regions tend; 
The Air obliquely ſpread it ſelf; the Groand 
Lie ftill, and about theſe the N ns turn 
round: | 
So I by Nature do encline to you, 
As to my chiefeſt Good; ſo is it true 
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To thoſe lov'd Charms as Needles to the Pole, 


With all her wing'd Affections flies my Soul. 
And he that ſhould imagine he had Force, 
Her from her deareſt Object to divorce, 
Might with as much Facility command 

The Air, the Fire, the Water and the Land, 
The Heav'ns from their accuſtom'd Circuit make 
To err, and the World's Globe to Atoms break. 
But ſince thou bidſt me ſay but little, I 

Shall ſay but little, ſaying that J die. 

And ſhall do leſs in dying, ſince I ſee 

How much my Death is ſo deſir'd by thee. 
Yet I ſhall do, alas, all what 1s left 

For me to do, of Hopes in love bereft. 

But (cruel Nymph) when I am in my Grave 
Some Pity then upon my Sufferings have. 
Ahl fair and lov'd, and who wer't once the ſweet 


Cauſe of my Life (whilſt Heav'n did think it 


meet) | 
Turn thoſe bright Lamps upon me, as beni'ne 
And full of Pity as they us'd to ſhine 
Once ere I die, that I may die in Peace. 
Let thoſe fair amiable Eyes releaſe 
My Life, now bitter, which once made it ſweet z 
And thoſe bright Stars, which my Love's 
Torches li't, 
Light too my Funeral Tapers, and fore-run, 
As once my riſing, now my ſetting Sun. 
But thou more hard than *ere thou wert before, 
Feel'ſt yet no Spark of Pity, but art more 
Deaf to my Pray'rs. Muſt I then talk alone? 
Wretch that I am, diſcourſe I to a Stone ! 
| Ov» 
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Say die, at leaſt, if nothing elſe thowt ſay, 

And thou ſhalt fee me die, O Love what 
May ä | 

Canſt thou not plague me? When this Nymph 

that's nurs'd 5 

In Cruelty, and for my Blood did thirſt, 

Finding my Death would now a Favour be, 

Ev'n that ſad Favour does deny to me. 

Nor will reply a Syllable, or deign _ 

One ſtabbing Word to put me out of Pain. 
Am. To anſwer thee if I had Promiſe made, 

As well as hear thee, this were juſtly faid. 

Thou calP{t me Cruel, hoping, that to ſhun 

That Vice, into the contrary I'd run. 

But know, Pm not ſo pleas'd, to tell thee true, 

With that (to me which is by no Means due 

And leſs defired) ; Praiſe thou giv'ſt to me 

Of Beauty, as to hear my ſelf by thee . 

« StiPd Cruel; which to be to any other, 

© I grant were Vice; *tis Virtue to a Lover: 


And what thou Harſhnefs call'ſt and Cruelty, . 


Is in a Woman perfect Honeſty. 

But ſay, that ev'n t a Lover *twere a Sin; 
Yet tell me, when has Amarillis been | 
Cruel to thee? Was't then when Juſtice bad 
To uſe no Pity ? Yet on thee I had. 

So much, that I from Death deliver'd thee. 

I mean, when mongſt a noble Company 

Of modeſt Virgins mingled, thou did'ſt cover 
With a Maid's Habit a laſcivious Lover: 
And, our chaſte Sports polluting, didit intrude 
Mongſt Kiſſes. feign*d and innocent, thy lewd 
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And wanton Kiſſes, (ſuch an Act, as yet 
I bluſh as oft as I but think on it. "= 
But at that Time I knew thee not, Hleav'r n 
knows) 
And when I did, my Indignation roſe, | 
Thy Wantonneſs I from my Mind did keep, 
And ſuffer'd not the am*rous Plague to creep 
To my chaſte Heart : On my Lips outer Skin 
The Poyſon ſtuck, for none of it got in. 

F tell thee Swain, A Mouth that's kiſs'd 

prese, 

© Tf it caſt out the Kiſs, is neer the worſe. | 
But what wouldſt thou by that bold Theft have 


If I R to thoſe Nymphs diforerd what 
Thou wert? The Thracian Women never tore 
And murther*d Orpheus fo on Hebrus' Shore, 
As they had thee, unleſs her Clemency, 3 
Whom thou calPſt Cruel, now had reſcu'd thee. 
But ſhe is not ſo Cruel as ſhe ought 


Jo be: For if when ſhe is Cruel thought 


| | I Thy Boldnefſs is fo great, what would it be 


If, full of Pity, ſhe were judg'd by thee ? 
That honeſt Pity which I could, I gave; 
Other it is in vain for thee to crave, bo 
Or hope: For am'rous Pity ſhe can ill 

_ © Beſtow, who gave it all to one that will 
Give her none back. If thou my Lover be, 
Love my good Name, my Lite, my Honeſty. 
Thou ſek*ſt Impoſſibles: J am a Ward 

To Heav'n, Earth watches me, and my Re- 


ward, . 
If 
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If I tranſgreſs, tis Death: But moſt * all, 
Virtue deiends me with a brazen Wall. 
For ſhe that is protected by her Honour, 


« SeGrns there ſhould be a ſafer Guard upon her, 


Look to thy Safety then, and do not give 
Battel to me, Mirtillo : Fly, and live, 

If thou be wiſe. © For out of Senſe of Smart 
© T” abandon Life, argues a tim'rous Heart. 
And *tis the Part of Virtue to abſtain 


From what we love, if it will prove our Bane. 
Mar. He that no longer can reſiſt, muſt | 


* yield. 


Am. Where Virtue is, all Paſſions a the 


Field. | 
Mir. © Love triumphs over Virtue. 

Am. Let that Man | 
That cannot what he will, will what he can. 
Mir. Neceſſity of loving has no Law. 

Am. © Love's Wounds will heal, which Salves 


© of Abſence draw. 


Mir. © We fly in vain what we about us have. 


Am. Love drives out. Love like Waves a 
former Wave. 


Mir. © Strange Levity 1 in me thoy doft pre- 


ſume. 


Am. If all Ways fail, Time will thy Love 


* conſume. 


Mir. Butfirſt my Love will haveconſumed me. 
Am. Is there no Cure then for thy Malady? 


Mir. No Cure at all but that which Death 
affords. 


Am. Death! Let me fpeak then; and be 
ſure theſe Words E 5 ꝶ́ N m.. 


6 

Be as a Charm to thee : Altho* I know 
When Lovers talk of dying, it does ſhow 
An am'rous Cuſtom rather of the Tongue, 
© Than a Reſolve of Mind continuing long 
To dot indeed: Yet if thou ere ſhouldſt take 
So ſtrange a Frenzy ; know when thou doſt make 
Away thy ſelf, thou murther'ſt my Fame too: 
Live then (if thou doſt love me) and adieu: 
I ſhall eſteem thee henceforth moſt diſcreet, 
If thou take care we Two may never meet. 

Mir. Sad Doom! Without my Life how can 
£ Live? | | 
Or without Death end to my Torments give ? 
Am. Mirtillo, tis high Time thouwent'ſt away, 
Thou haſt already made too long a ſtay : :- 
Be gone; and take this cordial Draught along 
Of hopeleſs Lovers there's a num' rous Throng: 
There is no Wound but carries with it Pain, 
And there are Others may of Love complain. 
Mir. I know I'm not the only Man has loſt 
His Love; but only wretched I am toſt 
Twixt Life and Death; Of whom it may be 

ſaid, 5 

That I am neither living, nor yet dead. 

Am. Be gone, be gone. 

Mir. O woeful Parting ! O 

End of my Days ! From thee how can I go, 
And yet not die? The Pangs of Death I'm ſure 
I feel, and all that parting Souls endure. 
For mine, *tis paſt into my Grief : Hence I 
Have ceas' d to live, thoſe live immortally. 


SCENE 


(197) 
SCENE IV. 
Amarillis, 


A 
— 


\ /Þ 1r:4llo, O Mirtillo! couldſt thou ſee 
VI That Heart which thou condemn'ſt of 
K | | 
(Soul of my Soul) thou to it ſure wouldſt ſhow - 
That Pity which thou beg'ſt from me I know. 1 
O ill ſtarr'd Lovers! what avails it me | | 
To have thy Love? T' have mine, what *vails 1 
it thee? 
Whom Love has join'd, why doſt thou ſeparate, 
Malicious Fate | and two divorc'd by Fate, 
Why join'ſt thou Love perverſe ! How bleſt: 3 
are you, n 
Wild Beaſts, that are in loving ty*d unto 
No Laws but thoſe of. Love! whilſt human 
Laws, 
Inhumanly condemn us for that Cauſe. 
* O why, if this be ſuch a natural 
And powerful Paſſion, was it capital 
Nature too frail, which doſt with Law 
contend ! | 
© Law too ſevere, which Nature doſt offend t 
But what? They love but little who Death fear, 
Ah, my Mirtillo ! would to Heav'n that were 
© The only Penalty. Virtue which art | 
The binding'ſt Law to an ingenuous Heart, 


This 
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This Inclination which in me I feel, 


Lanc'd with the ſharp Point of thy holy Steel, 


To thee 1 ſacrifice; and pardon (dear 

Airtillo) her, that's only cruel, where 

She muſt not pity. Pardon thy nerce Foe 

In Looks and Words: But in her Heart not ſo, 

Or if addicted to revenge thou be, i 

What greater Vengeance can'ſt thou alk on me, 

Than thy own Grief? For if thou be my 
Heart, 

(As in deſpight of Heav'n and Farth thou art) 

Thy Sighs my vital Spirits are, the Flood 

Of Tears which follows, is my vital Blood. 

And all theſe © 5 and all theſe Groans of 

> kkine; 

Are not thy Pangs, are not thy Groans, bur 
mine. | 


SCENE V. 
<G oriſca Amarillis. 
Coriſca. 
Alen no more diſſembling. 


Am. Woe is me 
J am diſcover'd. 


Cor. 1 heard all: Now de, 
Was 


(109) 
Was I a Witch? I did believe (my Heart) 
Thou wert in Love; now I am ſure thou art. 
And wouldꝰſt thou keep't from me kr Cloſet? 
Tuſh, 
This is a common Evil, never bluſh. : 
Am. Coriſca, Tam conquer'd, (I confeſs it.) 
Cor. No, now 1 know! t, deny it thou wert 
Bec. | 
Am. Alas 1 knewe a Woman's Heart 
Vwould prove 
Too ſmall a Veſſel for o ec ina | Pane 
Cor. Cruel to thy Mirtillo] but unto. 
Thy rr, = 5 
Am. *Tis Cruelty: that grew 


From Pity. 


Cor. Poiſan ne er was known to grow 
From wholſome Root: What DifPrence canſt 
thou ſhow _ 
Twixt ſuch a Cruelty as does offend, 
And ſuch a Pity as no Help will lend 8 
Am. Ay me, Coriſca ! 
Cor. Tis a Vanity : 
(Siſter) to ſigh 3- an Imbecility 
Of Mind, and taſtes too much of Woman. 
Am. Wer't 
Not crueller to nouriſh in * Heart 
A hopeleſs Love? To fly him is a Sign 
Thave Compaſſion of his Caſe and mine. 
Cor. But why a hopeleſs Love? | 
Am. Doſt thou not know 
That! contracted am to Silvio? | 


(110) 


That Female dies that dares ber Faith to break? 

Cor. O Fool! And is this all ſtands in thy 
1 

Whether is antienter with us (I — 

The Law of Phebe, or of Love? This laſt 

© Is born with us, and it grows up as faſt 

As we do, Amarillis; tis not writ, 

Nor taught by Maſters, Nature printed it 


In human Hearts with her own pow*rful Hand: 
Both Gods and Men are under Love's Com- 


mand. 


Am. But if that Law my Life away ſhould 


take, 
Can this of Love a Reſtitution make ? 


Cor. Thou art too nice; if Women all were 


ſuch, 
And on theſe Scruples ſnould inſiſt ſo much, 
Good Days adieu. I hold them ſimple Souls 
Who live obnoxious to ſuch poor Controuls. 
* Laws are not for the Wiſe : If to be kind 
Should merit Death, ove help the cruel Mind 
But if Fools fall into thoſe Snares, *tis fit 
They be forbid to ſteal, who have not Wit 
To hide their Theft: For Honeſty is but 
An Art, an honeſt Gloſs on Vice to put. 
Think others as they liſt, thus I conceive. 
Am. Theſe rotten Grounds, Coriſca, will de- 
ceive. 
What I can't hold, *tis Wiſdom ſoon to quit. 
Cor. And who forbids thee Fool? Our Life 
does fly 


© Too __ "wy to 2 one Inch of Joy; And 


Doſt thou not know the Pain our Statutes ſpeak, 


E 
And Men ſo ſqueamiſn and ſo curious grown, 
That two of our new Lovers make not one 
C'th' old. We are no longer for their Tooth, 
(Believ't) than while we're new. Bate us our 
© Youth, 
* Bate us our Beauty, and like hollow Trees 
Which had been ſtuff d with Honey by the 
© Bees, 
If that by licoriſh Hands away be ta'en, 
Dry and deteſted Trunks we ſhall remain. 
Therefore let them have Leave to babble what 
They pleaſe, as thoſe who know nor reckon not 
What the poor wretched Amarillis bears; 
Our Caſe, alas ! is differing much from thairs. 
Men in Perfection as in Age increaſe z _ 
Wiſdom, ſupplies the Loſs of ev'ry Grace: 
But when our Youth and Beauty (which alone 
* Conquers the Strength and Wit of Men) are 
0 gone, | 
* Als gone with us; nor can'ſt thou poſſibly 
Say a worſe Thing, or to be pardon'd thee 
More hardly, than Old Woman. Then before 
Thou ſplit on that inevitable Shore, 
Know thine own Worth, and do not be ſo mad, 
As when thou may'ſt live merrily, live fad. 
What would the Lyon's Strength boot him, or 
Wit © N 
Avail a Man, unleſs he uſed it? 
Qur Beauty is to us that which to Men 
Wit is, or Strength is to the Lyon. Then 


Let 


8 112) 


Let us uſe it whilſt we may; 
* Snatch thoſe Foys that haſte away. F 
Earth ber Winter Coat may caſt, | WE 
And renew her Beauty paſt ; 
gut, our Winter come, in vain” 
Fe ſolicit Spring again: 
And voben our Furrows Snow ſhall cover, 
© Love may return, but never Lover. 5 a 


| [ PI Thou ſay'ſt all this only to try me take. * : 
q Not that thy The are ſuch. But reſt ſecure, 
* Unleſs the Way that thou to me ſhalt ſhow 
Bea plain Way, and warrantable too. 

| To break this Match: A thouſand Deaths to 
'K die, 

Than ſtain my Honour, full reſolv'd am I. 

- Cor. More willful Creature I did never know. 
| But ſince thou art ſo reſolute, bet ſo. 

Tell me, good Amarillis, tell me true, 
Think*ſt thou that Silvio, thus engag?d to 1225 N 
High rates his Faith as thou thy Honeſty? 

| Am. Thou mak'ſt me laugh at this: Me 
in ſhould he © 

| 
| 


Expreſs a Faith, who is to Love a Foe? 
| Cor. Love's F oe ! O Fool! Silvio thou doſt 
ot know. - ; 
He's the ſtill Swine.--- O Siſter, thoſe coy Souls 
Believe them not : The deep Stream filent rowls. 
© No Theft in Love, ſo ſubtil, ſo 2 1 7 . 
As to hide Sin by * to be pure. 5 


In 


| 0 113 'T 
In ſhort, Wry Silvio loves; but tis not thee 
Whom Silvio loves. | 
Am. What Goddeſs may ſhe be! ?. 
For certainly ſhe is no. mortal Dame, 
That could the Heart of Silvio thus inflame. 
Cor. Nor Goddeſs, nor yet Nn. | 
Am. What haſt thou faid ? 
Cor. Doſt thou know my Lyſetta 2 
Am. Who? The Maid 
That tends thy Flocks ? 
Cor. The ſame. 
Am. It cannot be 
She, Iam ſure, . Coriſca. 
Cor. Yes, tis ſhe. Mo : 
I can aſſure thee ſhe is all his Joy. 
Am. A proper Choice for onethat was ſo coy. 
Cor. But wilt thou know how he does Pjne 
away, 
And languiſh for this Jewel ? Every Day 
He feigns to go a Hunting, = 


Am Every Morn, 
Soon as it dawns, I hear his curſed Horn. 


Cor. And juſt at Noon, when others are in 
| Heat- . 
Of all the Sport, he does by Stealth retreat 
From his Companions, and comes all alone 
Into my Garden by a Way unknown? 
Where underneath a Haw-thorn Hedge's Shade, 


(Which is the Garden's only F ence) the Maid 
Hears his warm Sighs and am'rous FIN rs, 


which ſhe 


Comes. laughing afterwards, and tells to me. 
| - "un 


05 
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Now hear what I to ſerve theeꝰ ve thought upon; 
Or rather, what I have already cone. 
I think thou know'ſt, That the ſame Laws which 
bind 
By mortal Penalty us Women-kind' 
To keep our Faith, do alſo full enact 
That if the Woman catch him in the Fact 
o Falſhood, ſpight of Friends ſhe may deny 
To have him, and without diſoyalty 
Marry another. 
Am. This I know full well; 
And ſome Examples too of this could tell 
Of my own Knowledge; Egle having found 
Licotas falſe, remain'd her ſelf unbound. 
Armilla did from falſe Turingo fo, 
And Phillada from Ligurino go. 

Cor. Now lift? to me: MyMaid (by me ſeton) 
Has bid her cred'lous Lover meet anon 
In yonder Cave with her; whenee he remains 
The moſt contented of all living Swains, 


And waits but th? Hour: There thou ſhalt catch 


him, where 

T too will Witneſs be of all to bear : 
(For without this our Plot would be in vain.) 
So without any Hazard, any Stain 
To thine, or to thy Father's Honour, thou 
Shalt free thy ſelf from this diſtaſtful Vow. 

Am. I hike it rarely; but the Way, „ 
My Friend 

Cor, P11 tell thee, Child, (obſerve me pray) 


I' the? Middle of the Cave, (which narrow is, 


And-very long) Upon the right Hand lies 
Another 


— m ̃ — - 


1 
Another leſſer Grot (I know not whether 
By Nature or by Art, or both together 
Made) in a hollow Stone, whoſe ſlimy Wall 
Is hid with clinging Ivy, and a ſmall _ 
Hole in the Roof lets Light in from above, 
(Proper Receſſes for the Thefts of Love, 
Yet chearful too enough) there thou ſhalt hide 
Thuy ſelf, and hidden in that Place abide 
Till the two Lovers come; I mean to ſend 
Liſetta firſt, and after her, her Friend, 
FolPwing his Steps my ſelf aloof: And when 
I ſhall perceive him ſtept into the Den, 
- Ruſh after him will I. But leſt he ſhould 
Eſcape from me: When I have laid faſt hold 
Upon him, I will uſe Liſettas Aid, 
And joining both (for ſo the Plot is laid 
Between us two) together we will make 
A Cry, at which thou too ſhalt come, and take 
The Penalty o'th* Law *gainft Silvio. 
Then my Liſeita and we too will go 
Before the Prieſt ; and fo thou ſhalt untie +: 
The Nuptial Knot. | HEE 
Am. Before his Father? 
Cor. Why? © | 


What Matters that? Think'ſt thou Mantand's 


Blood 
Will ſtand in Balance with his Country's Good? 
Or that his facred Function hell neglect 
For any carnal or prophane Reſpect ? 

Am. Well, be it ſo (and all Diſputes aſide) 
I wink, and follow thee my faithful Guide. 


Cor. 
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0116 ) 
Cor. Then linger not (my Heart) enter into 
ae | 
Am. But to the Temple firſt II go 
* T* adore the Gods: For unleſs Heav'n ſhall 
give | PHE 
f Sogens no mortal Enterprize can thrive. 
Cor. To devout Hearts all Places Temples 
e 
It will looſe too much Time. 
Am. In uſing Pray'r? 
© To them that made Time, Time cannot be loſt. 
Cor. Go, and return then quickly. So almoſt 
I'm paſt the bad Way; only this Delay 
Gives me ſome Cauſe of Trouble ; yet this may 
Be of uſe too. Something there ſhould be done 
T abuſe my honeſt Lover Coridon. 
I'Il fay, Pl meet him in the Cave, and ſo 
Will make him after Amarillis go. 
This done, by: a back Way Pl thither ſend 
The Prieſt of Cynthia her to apprehend :- 
Guilty ſhe will bi found, and Sentence have 
Of Death without all doubt. She in the Grave 
Mirtillo is my own: His Cruelty | 
To me being caus'd by Love to her. But ſee 


5 The Man! PII found him *till ſhe comes. Now 


riſe, 


Riſe all my Love into my Tongue and Eyes. 


SCENE 


( 117 ) 
SCENE. VI. 


 Mirtillo, Cor riſca. 
Ms rtillo. 


Ear, ye damn'd Spirits, that in Hell 
H lament .,. 
Hear a new Sort of Pain and Puniſhment. 
See in a Turtle's Look a Tyger's Mind 
She, crueller than Death, ſince ſhe did find 
One Death would not ſuffice her bloody Will, 
And that to live, was to be dying ſtill, 
Enjoyns me not to make my ſelf away, 
That I might die a thouſand Times a Day. 
Cor. (L'II make as though I ſaw him not) I 
hear | 
A doleful Voice pierce my relenting Ear, 
Who ſhould it be? Mirtillo, is it xou? 
Mir. I would it were my Ghoſt. 
Cor. Well, tell me true, 
Tell me, Mi hills, how Thy. ſelf doſt ind. 
Since to thy deareſt N — thou break & thy | 
Mind ? 
Mir. As one who in a Fever caſt, 
Forbidden Liquor longs to taſte, 
If gotten, ſets it to his Mouth, 
And quenches Lite, but cannot Drougth : 
So I, with amorous Fever long 
Conſum'd, from her fair Eyes and Tongue 
Sweet Poiſon ſuck'd, which leaves me more 
Enflam'd than I ev'n was before. © Cor. 


Cor. Love upon us no Power can have 

But what our ſelves ( Mirtillo) gave. 

As a Bear does with her Tongue 

* Poliſh her miſhapen Young, 

Which never elſe diſtin&t would grow. 

© So Man when he does Form beſtow, 

© To a rude and faint Deſire, 

* That would otherwiſe expire, 

© Hatches Love; which is at firſt 

* Weak and raw, but when *tis nurſt, 

Fierce and cruel. It is ſo | 
' © With Love, for when it old does grow 
It tyrannizes in a Breaſt, 

* And grows a Maſter from a Gueſt. 

* For when the Soul ſhall once be brought 
* To befetter'd to one Thought, 
And that not have the Pow'r to move 
A Minute from its Object, Love 
(Made for Delight) will turn to Sadneſs; 
And which is worſe, to Death or Madneſs. 
Therefore my Advice ſhall be, 

To part thy Love to two or three. 

Mir. Let Death or Madneſs me betide, 

Rather than my Flame divide, 

Amarillis (though ſhe be 

Cruel and unkind to me) 

Is my Life and Reaſon too, 
And to her I will be true. 

Cor. Foolifh Swain that can'ſt not tell 
How to make a Bargain well. 
What? Change Love for Hatred? I 

Rather now than do't would die. 


C119) 

Mir. © Cruelty does Faith refine, 
As the Fire the golden Mine: 
Where were the Loyalty of Love, 
If Women ſhould not Tyrants prove? 
In my many Suff”rings this 
All my Joy and Comfort is, 
Sorrows, Tortures, Exile, Gall, 
Here's a Cauſe will ſweeten all. 
Let me languiſh, let me burn, 
Let me any Thing but turn. 

Cor. O brave TE | valiant Breaft ! 
More 1mpetuous than a Beaſt ! 
And yet tamer than a Rock 
Which endures the Ocean's Shock ! 
In Lovers Hearts there cannot be 
* A worſe Diſeaſe than, Conſtancy. 
* O moſt unhappy thoſe in whom 
* This foohſh 4 finds a Room! 


* Which ſhackles us, when we might prove 


The ſweet Variety of Love. 
With this dull Virtue Conſtancy, 
Tell me (ſimple Lover) why 
Amariltis ? For her Face? 

Whom another muſt embrace ? 

Or doſt thou affect her Mind, 
Which to thee is not inclin'd ? 

All then that thou can'ſt doat upon 
Is thy Deſtruction fooliſh Man. 
And wilt thou ever be ſo mad 

To covet what cannot be had ? 
Rouze Mirtillo, know thy Parts; 
Can'ſt thou want a thouſand Hearts? 


(120) 
Others I dare ſwear there be, 
That would ſue as much to FE 

Mir. To be my Amarillis's Thrall, 

Is more than to command them all. 
And if ſhe my Suit deny, 1 
All that's Pleaſure I def. es 
I to make another r 
In another I rejoyce ?. © 
Wi Neither could I if I would; 
1 Neither would I if I could: 
(1 But if poſſible to me 
þ Such a Will or Power there be, | 
1 Heaven and Love before that - Hour 
Strip me of all Will and Power. 
i! Cor. Thou art inchanted ; otherwiſe N 
1 Could'ſt thou too thy ſelf deſpiſe? . 
11 Mir. J muſt when I'm deſpis'd by her, 
1 Coriſca. 
N Cor. Come, Mirtillo, neer 
F | Dteceive thy ſelf : Perhaps thou doſt ſuppoſe 
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She loves thee in her Heart, altho' ſhe ſhows 
An * ſcorn. If thou but knew'ſt that 
e 
Talks oftentimes to me concerning thee. 
Mir. All theſe are Trophies or my conſtant 
no 7 
With which III triumph o'er the Pow'rs a- 
bove, . 
And Men below, my Torments and her Hate, 
O'er Fortune and the World, o er Death and 
Pan * 
Cor, 
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Cor. (Wonder of Conſtancy If this Man knew 


How much he's lov'd by her, what would he do?) 
Mirtillo, how it pities me to hear 
Theſe frantick Speeches! Tell me, wert thou cer 
In love before? 

Mir. Fair Amarillis was 
My firſt, and my laſt Love ſhall be. 

Cor. Alas! 


Then it ſhould ſeem that thou didſt never Prove ; 


Any but cruel, but diſdainful Love. 
O that 't been thy Chance but once to be 
In love with one that's gentle, courteous, free ! 
Try that a little: Try it, and thou'lt find 
How ſweet it is to meet with one that's kind ; 
That Loves and Honours thee as much as thon 
Thy ſour and cruel Amarillis; how 
Delightful *cis to have a Joy as great 
As is thy Love, a Happineſs compleat 
As thy own Wiſh : To have thy Miſtreſs twine 
About thy Neck, and her Sighs eccho thine : 
And after ſay, my Joy, all that I have, 
All that I am, and thy Deſires can crave, 
At thy Devotion is: If I am fair, 
For thee I go ; for thee I deck this Hair, 
This Face, this Boſom; from this Breaſt of mine 
I tured my own Heart out to harbour thine, — 
But this is a ſmall River to that vaſt 
Sweet Sea of Pleaſure which Love makes us taſte; 
And they alone that taſte can well relate. 

Mir. A thouſand thouſand Times more for- 

tunate 
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Is he that s born under fo bleſt a Star! 7 | 
Cor. Here me Mirtillo: (Ere I was aware 
I'd almoſt call'd him mine) a Nymph as fair 
As the proud'ſt ſhe that curls or Tpreads to the 
* 
Her golden Treſſes, worthy of th y Love 
As thou of hers, the Honour of this Grove, 


Love of all Hearts; by every Worthy Swain 


In vain ſollicited, ador'd in vain, 

Does love thee only, and thee only Prize 

More than her Lite, and more than her own 
ves. 

Mirko, ſcorn her not, if wiſe thou be; 

For as the Shadow does the Body, ſhe 

Will follow thee through all the World: She 
will 

At thy leaſt Word and Beck be ready Rill 

As thy obedient Hand-maid': Night and Day 

With thee ſhe! paſs the tedious Hours away. 

Ah! do not wave, (Mirtillo) do not wave 

So rare a Bliſs ; the perfect'ſt Joys we have, 

Are thoſe which neither Sighs nor Tears do coſt, 

Nor Danger, and on which leaſt Time is loſt. 


Here thou haſt Paſt-time, at thy Door a Feaſt 1 


Upon the Table always ready dreſt 
To pleaſe thy Taſte. Alas! can'ſt thou receive 
A greater Gift than this? Mirtillo, leave, 
Leave this cold Hunting after flying Feet, 
And her that runs to thy Embraces meet. 
Nor do ] feed thee with vain Hopes; command 
That's all, and ſhe that loves thee is at Hand, 
Now, if thou ſay the Word. 

Mir. 
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Mir. I prethee reſt 


Content, my Pallat is not for a Feaſt, 


Cor. Try but what Joy is made of once, and 
then 
Return thou to thy wonted Grief agen, 
That thou mayſt ſay, thou haſt a Taſte of both. 
Mir. * Diſtemper*d Pallats all ſweet Thing: 
do loath. 
Cor. Yet do't in Pity unto her that dies, 
Unleſs h* enjoy the Sun of thy fair Eyes. 
Uncharitable Youth, art thou not poor ? 


And can't thou beat a Beggar from thy Door? 


Ah! what thou would'ſt another ſhould extend 
To thee, do thou now to another lend, 
Mir. What Alms can Beggars Wye ? In ſhort, 
I ſwore 
Allegiance to that Nymph whom I adore, 


Whether ſhe Tyrant prov'd, or merciful. 


Cor. O truly blind, and moſt unhappy, dull 
Mirtillo! who it thou art conſtant to ? 


Jam unwilling to add Woe to Woe ; 


But thou indeed art too much wrong'd, and I 
Who love thee am not able to ſtand by 
And ſee thee fo betray d. If thou ſuppoſ: 
This Cruelty of Amarillis grows 
From Zeal to Virtue or Religion's Laws 
Thou art deceiv'd, another gains the Cauſe, 
And thou (poor Wretch I WISE he does laugh, 
muſt cry. 

What, ſtricken dumb? 

Mir. Pm in an Extacy, 
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_ *Twixt Life and Death ſuſpended, till I know 
Whether I ſhould believe thee now or no. 
Cor. Doſt thou believe me then? 
Mir. If I did, I [IE 
Had not ſurviv'd it ſure : And I will die 
=, = it beg, Tink. | 
Cor. Live (Wretched live) 
To be reveng' d. 
Mir. But ah | I can't believe 
It is a Truth. 
Cor. Wilt thou not yet believe, 
But force me to tell that which it will grieve 
Thy Soul to hear? Doſt thou ſee yonder Cave? 
That is thy Miſtreſs Faith's and Honour's Grave: 
There laughs ſat thee, there makes of thy anoy 
A poynant Sauce to thy tir'd RivaPs Joy. 
Inſhort; there a poor Bale-born Shepherd warms 
Thy virtuous Amarilhs in his Arms. 
No go and ſigh, and whine, and conſtant prove 
Unto a Nymph that thus rewards thy Love. 
Mir. Alas, Coriſca ! doſt thou tell me true? 
And is it fit I ſhould believe thee too ? 
Cor. The more thou ſearch'ſt, 'twill ſtill the 
worſer be. | 

Mir. But didſt thou ſee't, Coriſca? Woe is me! 
Cor. Truth is, I did not ſee it, but thou 
mayꝰſt, 
And preſently, for ſhe her Word has paſt 

To meet him there this very Hour : But hide 
Thy ſelf beneath that ſhady Hedge's Side, 

And thou thy ſelf ſhalt ſee her ſtraight deſcend 
Into the Cave, and after her, her Friend. 1 

| + of 
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Mir. So quickly muſt I die?. 
Cor. See! I have ſpi'd 
Her coming down already by the Side 


C' th' Temple: Mark ! how-guiltily ſhe moves 


Her ſtealing Pace betraying their ſtoln Loves. 
To mark the Sequel, do thou here remain, 
And afterwards we two will meet again. | 
Mir. Since the Diſcovery of th* Truth's fo 
near, 


With my Belief I will my Death defer, 


* ——_— 1 » 4 -—" "Oy - — 1 


SCENE VII. 


— 


Amarillis. 


be O mortal Work ſucceſsfully 1s done, 
; Which with th* immortal Gods is not 
begun. 
Full of Deſtractions, and with heavy Heart, 
I did from hence to the bright Fane part: 
a (Heaven be prais*d) I come as light as 
ir, 
And ſtrangely comforted : For at my Pray'r 


Pure and Devout, I felt from thence (me- 


thought) | 
Another Soul into my Body ſhot, 
Which whiſper'd, Fear not Amarillis, go 
Securely on. Yes, and I will do fo, 
| F 3 en 


685 


Heav'n guiding.— Mother fair of Love, befriend 


Her that on thee for Succour does depend: 

Thou that as Queen in the third Orb doſt ſhine, 

If &er thou felt'ſt L ove's Flames, ah Pity 

„ 

Bring (Courteous Goddeſs) by a ſecret Path 

Quickly that Youth to whom I've pledg'd my 
Faith. 

And thou, dear Cave, til J have done my 
Work, 

Suffer this Slave of Love in * to lur k. 

But eee all the Coaſt is clear, 

None nigh to fee thee, none there's nigh to hear; 

Securely « enter. O Mirtillo, O 

Mi lo, if thou dream' d' for what I go 5 


SCENE VIII. 
Mirtillo, 85 


Wake aid ſee, what I could wiſh't t have 
been 
Born without Eycs, that I ache not have ſeen : 
Or rather not to have been born. Curſt Fate! 
Why haſt thou thus prolong'd my Life's fad 
Date, 

To bring me to this killing Spectacle ? 
Mirtillo, more tormented than i in Hell 


The 
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( 227 ) 
The blackeſt Soul is, not to doubt thy Grief : 
Not to be able to-ſuſpend Belief. 
Thou, thou haſt heard and ſeen't: Thy Miſt- 
reſs is 


Another Man's. And (Which is worſe) not his 


Whoſe by the World's Laws ſhe was bound to 


Hes 
But by Love's Laws taken from only thee. 


O cruel Amarillis] to undo 


This wretched Man, and then to mock him too 
With that unconſtant Mouth, which once did 


meet, 
And once did call Mirtillis Kiſſes ſweet : 
But now his hateful Name (which hap?ly roſe 
Like bitter Drink that *gainſt the Stomach goes) 
Becauſe it ſhould not Bitterneſs impart, 
To thy Delight, has voided from thy Heart. 


Since therefore ſhe who gave thee Lite, has ta en 


That Life away, and given it again 
IJ“ another; why doſt thou thy Life ſurvive, 


Wretched Mirtillo? Why art fon alive ? 


Die, die Mirtillo unto Grief and Smart, 
As unto Joy already dead thou arr. 
Die dead Mirtillo; ſince thy Life is fo, 
Let too thy Torment find a Period, Go 


Out of the Anguiſh of this Death, which {till 


Keeps thee alive, that 1t may longer kill, 
But ſhall I die then unreveng*d ? No ſure, 
P11 kill him firſt that did my V Death R 
I will diſpenſe with my dire Love of Death, 
Till I have juſtly ta*en away his Breath 
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1 | Who flew my Heart unjuſtly. Yield ſtout Grief 
mW To Anger, Death to Life, *till in my Life 
1 J have aveng'd my Death. = 
4 Let not this Steel be drunken with the LY 1 


14 Of its own Maſter's unrevenged Blood. Z 
Nor this Right Hand its ireful Pow'r aſſwage 
4 Till made the Miniſter of juſteſt Rage. 3 
nM! Thou that enjoy*ſt my Spoils (whate'er thou be) 2? 
. Since I muſt fall, III pal thee after me. ] 
itt In the ſame Brake Il! plant my ſelf agen ; | 


1 And when I ſee him coming to the Den, 
i if Will ruſh upon him with this piercing Dart 

f At unawares, and ſtrike him through the Heart. 
But ĩs't not baſe to ſtrike him out of Sight? 


ny It is : Defy him then to ſingle Fight, 'F 
1 Where Valour may my Juſtice prove. Ahl no: 
my This Place is unto all fo known, and fo 2 
78 Frequented, that ſome Swains may interpoſe: 

| j [| Or (which is worſe) enquire of me whence grows | 
ny Our Quarrel 3 which if I deny, tis naught 1 
i They'll think; if feign a Cauſe, I may be caught ' 
1! Then in a Lye : If told, her Name will be 1 
4h Blaſted with everlaſting Infamy : 4 


In whom, although I never can approve 

That which I ſee, yet I muſt ever love 

That which I fancy'd, and did hope t have 
ſeen, 

And that which ought (I'm ſure) in her © have 

been, 
Die baſely then the baſe Adulterer, 
Who has Rain me, and has diſhonour'd her. 


Yes, 


( 129 ) 

Yes, but the Blood may (If I kill him here) 
The Murther ſhow, and that the Murtherer: 
What do I care ? I, but the Murth'rer known 
Betrays tne Cauſe for which the Murther's done. 
So this ungrateful Woman runs the ſame 
Hazard this Way of Shipwreck in her Fame, 
Enter the Cave then, and aſſault him there. 
I will, and ſoftly tred for fear ſhe hear, 
That ſne's at the other End the Words imply'd. 
Now (hid with Branches) in the Rock's left 

Side, | 
There is a Hollow at the ſteep Stairs Foot, 
There without any Noiſe, Pl] wait to put 
In execution my Deſign. My Foe 


Diſpatch'd, his bleeding Carcaſs will I throw + 


To my She-foe, to be reveng*d on two 

At once. The ſelf ſame Steel Pll then imbrue 
In my own Blood : So three ſhall die in brief 
Two by my Weapon, and the third of Grief. 
A ſad and miſerable Tragedy 

Of both her Lovers ſhall his Tigreſs ſee, 


Of him ſhe loves and him ſhe ſcorns. And this 
Cave which was meant the Chamber of their 


Bliſs, 
To her and to her Minion ſhall become, 
And (which I more deſire) t her ſhame, a Tomb. 


But you dear Footſteps (which I long have trac'd 


In vain) unerring Path, lead me at laſt 
To where my Love is hid; To you I bow, 
Your Print I follow. O Coriſca! now 
I do believe thee : Now thhaſt told me true. 


F; $CEME 
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( 230 ) 
S CEN * II. 


Sathr. 


O ES he believe Coriſca? And purſue 
Her Steps to Erycina's Cave? A Beaſt 
Has Senſe enough to apprehend the Reſt. 
But if thou doſt believe her, thou hadſt need 
Have from her good Security indeed, 
And hold her by a ſtronger Tie than I 
Had lately of her Hair. But ſtronger Tie 
On her there cannot be than Gifts. This bold 
Strumpet her ſelf to this young Swain has ſold. 
And here, by the falſe Light now of this Vault, 
Delivers the bad Goods which he has bought. 
Or rather, *tis Heav'n's Juſtice which has ſent 
Her hither to receive her Puniſhment 
From my revenging Hands. His Words did 
dein 
T'imply ſhe made ſome Promiſes to him 
Which he believ'd : And by his ſpying here 
Her Print, that ſhe is in the Cave, tts clear. 
Do a brave Thing then: Stop the Mouth o'th* 
Cave 
With that great hanging Stone, that they may 
have 
No Means of *ſcaping ; to the Prieſt then go, 
And bring, by the Ba 
know) 


His 


ack-way, n few d 


(131 ) 
His Miniſters to apprehend, and by 
The Law deſervedly to make her die. 
For *tis not unto me long ſince unknown, 
That ſhe contracted is to Cordon, 
Howe'er he does (becauſe he ſtands in fear 
Of me) to lay his Claim to her forbear. 
But now I'll give him leave at once to be 
Reveng'd on her both for himſelf and me. 


But I loſe Time in talk. From this young Grove 


Pl! pull a Tree up by the Root, to move 
The Stone withal. So this I think will do : 
How heavy 'tis! The Stone has a Root too. 
What if I min'd it with this Trunk? And fo + 
As with a Leaver heav'd it from below ? _ 
Good, good; now to the other Side as much. 
How faſt it ſticks ? I did not think ĩt ſuch 

A difficult Attempt as it has prov'd ; 
The Center of the Earth were eaſier mov'd. 
Nor Strength nor Skill will do this Work, I fee: 
Or does that Vigour which was once in me 
Now fail me at my Need ? What do ye do, 
My perverſe Stars? I will, (in ſpight of you) 
I will remove it yet. The Devil haul 
Coriſca, (I had almoſt ſaid) and all 

The Sex of them. O Pan Licens, hear, 
And to move this, be moved by my Pray*rt 
Pan, thou that all Things canſt, and all Things 
art, gets 

Thou once thy ſelf didſt woo a ſtubborn Heart, 
Revenge on falſe Coriſca now, thy own, 
And my deſpiſed Love. I move the Stone 
Ius by the Virtue of thy facred Name; 
Thus rowls it by the Virtue of the ſame. So, 
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So, now the Fox is trapt, and finely ſhut 
Where ſhe had earth'd her ſelf, I'll now go put 
Fire to the Hole; where I could wiſh to find 
The Reſt of Women, to deſtroy the Kind. 


— 2 | SW 
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Love ! how potent and how great thou art ! 
Wonder of Nature and the World : What 
Heart. . 
So dull as not to feel thy Pow'r ? What Wit 
So deep and piercing as to fathom it? 
Who knows thy hot laſcivious Fires; will ſay, 
Infernal Spirit, thou doſt live and fway 
In the corporeal Part, But who ſo knows 
How thou deſt Men to vertuous Things diſpoſe, 
And bow the dying Flame of looſe Defires 
Looks pale, and trembles at thy chaſter Fires; 
Will jay the Immortal in the Soul alone 
Has raifd and firmly plac'd his ſacred Throne. 
* Rare Monſter | wonderfully got betwixt 
* Deſire and Reaſon ; an Aﬀettion mixt 
O Senſe and Intelleft : With knowing wild : 
* With ſeeing blind: A God, and yet a Child: 
And ( ſuch) thou fway'ft the Earth and Heaven loo; 
On which thou tread ſt as we on Pother do. 
Zet (by thy Leave) a greater Miracle, 
A mightier Thing than thou art I can tell. | 
For all thou doſt (that may our Wonder claim) 4 
Thou doft by Vertue of a Woman's Name. 
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Woman ! 


( 133 ) 

Woman! the Gift of Heav'n; or of him rather 
Mo made thee fairer, being of both the Father. 
Mherein is Heav'n ſo beautiful as thou ? 

That rowls one Eye alone in its vaſt Brow, © 

(Like a grim Cyclop) not a Lamp of Light, 

But Cauſe of Blindneſs and Cymerian Night 

Fo the bold Gazer : If that ſpeak, it is 

A thund' ring Voice; and if it ſigh, the Hiſs 

Of Earth-engendred Winds. Thou, with the fair 
Angel-like Proſpeft of two Suns, which are 
Serene and viſible, doſt ſtill the Winds, 

And calm the Billows of tempeſtuous Minds; 

And Sound, Light, Motion, Beauty, Majeſty, 
Make in thy Face ſo fiveet a Harmony, | 
That Heavn(T mean this outward Head'n)muſt needs 
 Confeſs thy Form the Form of that exceeds : 

Since Beauty that is dead leſs noble is 
Wan that which lives, and is a Place of Bliſs. 

With Reaſon therefore Man (that gallant Creature, 
That Lords it over all the Works of Nature) 

To thee as Lady Paramount pays Duty, 3 
Acknowledging in thine, thy Maker”s Beauty. 
And if he Triumphs gain, and Thrones inherit, 

I is not that thou ſhareſt leſs of Meri; 
But for thy Glory: Since a greater Thins *, *© 
1t is to conquer, than to be a King. 1 80 
But that thy conqu' ring Beauty does ſubdue 

Not only Man, but ev*n his Reaſon too, 

That lis a Truth paſt Doubt we plainly ſee, 

In our Mirtillo*s ond rous Conſtancy. 

And this was wanting to thy Poe r before, 

To make us Love when we can Hepe no more. 
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ſo much ſer 
To train that fooliſh Nymph into 
my Net, 

That my dear Hair (which by that Rogue was . 

en 

From me) and how to get it back again 
I quite forgot; O how it troubled me 
To pay that Ranſom for my Liberty! 

But 't had been worſe t' have been Pris'ner there 
To ſuch a Beaſt: Who though he does not wear 
A Mouſe's Heart, might have mous'd me : For I 
Have (to ſay Truth) TooPd him ſufficiently : 
And, like a Horſe-leech, did him ſuck and drein 
As long as he had Blood in any Vein. 

And now he's moy*d I love him not; and mov*d 
He well might be, if him I e'er had lov'd. 
How can one love a Creature that does want 


All that is lovely? As a ſtinking Plant 


Which 


And Virtue out, is on the Dunghall thrown ; 
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Which the Phyſician gather'd for the Uſe 
He had of it; when he has ſtrain'd the Juice 


So having ſqueez'd him, I with him have done. 
Now will I fee if Coridon into 
The Cave's deſcended. Hah ! what do I view? 
Wake I ? Or ſleep I? Or am drunk? But now 
This Cave's Mouth open was I'm ſure; then how 
Comes it now ſhut ? And with a ponderous 
And maſſy Stone rowl'd down upon it thus? 
EarthquakePm ſure © unhinge it there was none. 
Would I knew certamly that Coridon 

And Amariths were within; and then 

I car'd not how it came. He's in the Den, 

If (as Liſetta ſaid) he parted were 

From Home ſo long ago. Both may be there, 
And by Mirtillb ſhut together. Love, 
Fir'd with Diſdain, has Strength enough to 

* move | 
The World, much more a Stone. Should 
git be true, | 

Mirtillo could not have devis'd to do | 
Ought more according to my Heart than this, 

Though he Coriſca had enthron'd in his, | 

In ſtead of Amariths. I will go 

The back Way in, that I the Truth may know, 


S OE NE 
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SCENE bv 


N Linco. 


Dorinda. 


Ut Linco, didſt thou know me not indeed? 
Lin. Who could have known you in this 
ſavage Weed 
For meek Dorinda? But if I had been 
A ravenous Hound, (as I am Linco) then 
I to your coſt had known you for a Beaſt. 
What do I ſee? What do I ſee ? 
Dor. Thou ſeeſt 
A fad Effect of Love; a fad and ſtrange 
Effect of loving, (Linco.) 
Lin. Wond'rous Change 
Thou a young Maid, ſo ſoft, ſo delicate, 
Who was (methinks) an Infant but of late, 
1 Whom in my Arms ] bore (as I may fay) 
1 A very little Child but Yeſterday, 
lf | And ſteering your weak Steps, taught Tu to 
| | name 
1 (When I your Father ſerv'd) Pappa and Mam, 
#1 Who like a tim'rous Doe (before your Heart 
1 Was made a Prey t' inſulting Love) did ſtart 
| At every Thing that on a ſudden ſtirr'd, 
| At every Wind, at every little Bird 
il T hat ſhook a Bough, each Lizard which but ran 
4 Out of a Buſh, made you look pale and wan; 
| | 
| 


L N 
; 
© 


Now 


8 
18 


„ 
Now all alone o'er Hills, through Woods you 
5 
Fearleſs of Hounds or ſavage Beaſts. 
Dor. Alas 
she whom Love Wounds, no other Wound 
* can fear. 
Lin. Indeed, fair Nymph, Love ſhew'd his 
_ Godhead here. 
From Woman to a Man transforming you, 
Or rather to a Wolf, | 
Dor. If thou couldſt ſee 
Into my Breaſt, (O Linco !) then thou'dſt ſay, 
A living Wolf upon my Heart does prey 


As on a harmleſs Lamb. 


Lin. Is Silvio, ſay, 


That Wolf? 
Dor. Alas, who elſe can be't? 
Lin. Away, 


| *Cauſe he's a Wolf, you a She-wolf would be, 


To try, ſince on your human Viſage he 


Was not enamour'd, if he would at leaſt 


Affect you in the Likeneſs of a Beit, 

As being of his Kind. But pray how, 1555 | 

Got'ſt thou theſe Robes? 
Dor. T'U tell thee : I did hear 

Silvio would chaſe to Day the noble Boar 

At Erimanthus Foot; and there before + 

The Morning peept, was I from Wood to Wood 


Hunting the Hunter ; by a Chryſtal Flood 


From which our Flocks did climb the Hills, 
I found 


Melampo the moſt beauteous Silvioꝰs Hound, 
| Who 


£4498 2 
Who having quench'd his Thirſt there as I gueſs, 
Lay to repoſe him on the Neighb'ring Graſs. 
I, who love any Thing that Silvio claims 
The Ground he headed, in which he bathes, the 
Streams, | | — 
And Shadow which his lovely Lingbs do caſt ; 
Much more the Dog on which his Love is plac'd, 
Stooping, laid ſudden hold on him, who came 
Along with me as gently as a Lamb, 
And whilſt *twas in my Thoughts to lead him 
back 5 | 
Unto his Lord and mine, hoping to make 
A Friend of him with what he held ſo dear, 
He came himſelf to ſeek him, and ſtopt here. 
Dear Linco, P11 not loſe thee fo much Time, 
As to tell all that's paſt *twixt me and him; 
This only, to be brief, After a long 
Preface of Oaths on one another ſtrung, _ 
And treach'rous Promiſes, this cruel Swain 
Flung from me full of Anger and Diſdain, 
Both with his own Melampo, (to his Lord 
So true) and with my dear and ſweet Reward. 
Lin. O Cruel Silvio] ruthful Swain! But what 
Did you do then (Dorinda?) did you not 
Hate him for this? | 
Dor. Rather (as if the Fire 
Of his Diſdain Love's Fire had been) his Ire 
Increas'd y former Flame. His Steps I trace, 
And thus, purſuing him towards the Chace, 
' Imet (hard by) with my Lupino, whom | 
it Before a little I had parted from, oj 
1 When ſtraight it came into my Head, that I ; 
8 In his Attire, and in the Company Ok 


ſs, 


—ͤ— 
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Of Shepherds might be thought a Shepherd too, 


And undiſcover'd my dear Silvio view. 


Lin. In a Wolves Likeneſs amongſt Hounds? 
And none | | 
Bite you? *Tis much (Dorinda) you have done. 
Dor. This (Linco) was no Miracle : For they 


| Durſt not touch her who was their Maſter's Prey. 
There I, out of the Tents, amidſt a Crew 


Of neighb'ring Shepherds who were met to view 


The famous Paſtime, ſtood admiring more 


To ſe the Huntſman, than the hunted Boar : 
Atevery Motion of the furious Beaſt, 

My poor cold Heart ſhiver'd within my Breaſt : 
At every Action of the Brave young Man, 

My Soul with all her touch'd Aﬀections ran 
Into his Aid. But my extream Delight 

Again was poiſon'd with the horrid Sight 

Of the fierce Boar, whoſe wondrous Strength 


and vaſt 


Proportion, all Proportion's Rules ſurpaſt 
As an impetuous Whirlwind in a great 
And ſudden Storm, which all that it does meet 


(Houſes and Trees and Stones) before it bears, 
All it can get within its Circle tears 


To Pieces in an Inſtant: So the Boar 
Wheeling about (his Tuſks all Foam and Gore) 
Pil'd in one Heap Dogs ſlain, Spears ſnapt, Men 


wounded. | 
How oft did I deſire to have compounded 


For Silvio's Life, with the inraged Swine | 


And for his Blood, thave giv'n the Monſter 
mine! 


How 


„ 
How oft was I about to run between, 
And with my Body his fair Body ſcreen ? 
Spare cruel Boar, (how often did I cry !) 
Spare my dear Silvio's Breaſt of Ivory; 
Thus to my ſelf I ſpake, and ſigh'd, and pray'd; 


When his fierce Dog (arm'd with a Breaſt-plate | 
| 


made 5 
Of hard and ſcaly Barks of Trees) he ſlipt 
After the Beaſt, now prouder, being dipt 
Throughly in Blood, and lifted from the Ground 


On flaughter*d Trunks. The Valour of that 


Hound BB. 25 

(Linco) exceeds Belief: And Silvio's Breaſt, 

Not without Reaſon, loves that fearleſs Beaſt, 

As a chaft Lion, which now meets, now turns 

From wild. untamed Bulls well-brandiſh'd 
Horns, 5 | 

If once he come with his ſtrong Paw to ſeize: 

Upon his Shoulder, Maſters him. with eaſe : 

So bold Melampo, ſhunning with fine Slights,. 


The Boar ſhort Turns, and rapid Motton, lights 


At length upon his Ear; which having bit 

Quite through, and lug*d him twice or thrice 
BY If, 5 

He 4 his Teeth ſo nail'd him to the Ground, 

That at his bulky Sides a mortal Wound 

Might levell'd be with greater Certainty, 

(Before but ſlightly hurt) then ſuddenly 

My lovely Silvio, (calling on the Name 

Of Cynthia Goddeſs do thou give me aim 


(Said 


3 
lt 
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(Said he) the horrid Head is thine, This faid, 
7 His Golden Quiver's ſwifteſt Shaft to th? Head 
Ne drew; which flying to that very Point 
Where the Left-ſhoulder knits with the Neck- 
: joint, 
T 1 wounded the fierce Boar, ſo down he fell. 
Then I took Breath, ſeeing my Silvio well, 
And out of Danger. Happy Beaſt ! to die 
So ſweet a Death, as by that Hand, which I . 
Would beg my End from. 
Lin. But what then became 
Of the ſlain Beaſt? 

Dor. I know not; for I came 
Away, for fear of being known; but, 1 
Suppoſe, the Head to th* Temple folemnly 
J hey'll bear, according to my Silvio's Vow, 

Lin. But will you nor get out of theſe Weeds 

now ? 
Dor. Ves: But my Garments with my Head 
array, 

Lupino has, who promis'd here to ſtay 
With them, but fails. Dear Linco, if thou love 
Me, ſeek him for me up and down this Grove: 
Far off he cannot be; mean while I'll take 
A little Reſt (doſt ſee there ?) In that Brake, 
There Pl expect thee ; for I am o'er-comg 
With Wearineſs and Sleep, and will not Home 
Accoutred thus. . 

Lin, I go: But ſtir not then 
Out of that Place *till I return agen. 


SCENE 
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D ol E N * III. 
Chorus, Ergafto. 
Chorus. 


; f Ave Fe - Shepherds, that our Demi- 4 


(Montanb's = Alcides worthy Blood) 3 
This Day has freed us from that dreadful Beaft 
Which all Arcadia lately did infeſt ? 

And that he is himſelf preparing now 

I'th' Temple for it to perform his Vow ? 

If for fo great a Benefit we'd ſhow 

Our Gratitude, to meet him let us go, 

And join our Tongues and Hearts together 
| there, 

To honour him as our Deliverer. 

Which Honour, tho? it be Reward too ſmall 
* For ſuch a fair and valiant Soul ; *tis all 

* Virtue can have on Earth. | 

Erg. O fad Diſaſter 
O bitter Chance! O Wound that has noPlaiſter ! 
1 O Day to be for ever ſteep'd in Tears! 
8 Cho. What doleful Voice is this that ſtrikes 
our Ears ? 
Erg. Stars, that are Enemies to Man always, 

Why do you mock our Faith? Why do you 


raiſe 
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Our Hope on high, that when it falls again, 
The Precipice may be with greater Pain. 
Cho. Ergaſto by his Voice; and it is he. 1 
Erg. But why do Iaccuſe Heav'n wrongfully? Wl 
Accule thy ſelf Ergaſto : Thou alone, Ty 
Thou, thou againſt the Steel didſt ſtrike the Stone; 
Thou laid'ſt the Match to that ſame Tinder; 
whence | 
A Flame unquenchable is kindled fince. 
But Heav'n does know, I for the Beſt did do it, 
t And Pity only did induce me to it. | 
& [fared Lovers! wretched Titiro 
Poor Amarillis ! childleſs Father! O 
# Mourning Montano] O Arcadia gone 
In a Conſumption far! and we undone ! 
In ſhort, moſt ſad, all I have ſeen! or ſee! 
Or ſpeak ! or hear ! or think ! 
Cho. What may this be? 
Ah! that one, one Event one only ſhou'd 
Such Deſolation general include ! 
This Way he bends his Courſe, let us go meet 
Him, (Swains. ) 
£Erg. Eternal Gods! is it not yet 
Time to abate your Wrath? 
Cho. Unfold to us 
(Courteous Ergaſto) what afflicts thee thus. 
What doſt thou moan ? | 
£rg. Your Ruin and mine own : 
The Ruin of Arcadia's ſelf I moan. - 
Cho. Alas! why ſo? 
Erg. The very Staff, the'Stay 
Of all our Hope is broke, and pull'd away. 
| | Cho. 
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Cbo. Speak plainer. 

Erg. Tires Daughter, that ſole Prop 
Of her old Houſe, and Father the ſole Hope 
Of our Deliv*rance, promis'd here below, 
Above decreed to marry Silvio, 
As th' only Means that ſhould Arcadia fave ; 
That Heav'nly Maid, ſo ſober, and fo grave, 
That Preſident of Honour, (crown*d with Lillies 
Of Chaſtity) that peerleſs Amarillis! ! | 
She, ſhe (alas! I have no Heart, no . 
To tell you.) 

Cho. Is dead : 

Erg. Is near her Death. 

Cho. Alas! what have we heard. 

Erg. Nothing as yet: 
She dies a Malafactreſs: It is that. 

Cho. A Malefactreſs Amarillis? 
Ergaſto 

Erg. Caught with an Adultrer now. 
And, if ye ſtay a little longer here, 
Led pinion'd to the Temple ye ſhall ſe'er. 

Cho. * O Female Structures, glorious and 

moſt fair, 
* But weak withal! O Chaſtity, how rare 
Art thou! and ſhall it then for Truth be cry'd, 
No Woman's chaſte but ſhe that ne*er was try*d? 

Erg. Indeed, when the that's Virtue's ſelf 

does fall, 

We well may doubt the Virtue of them all. 
.._ Cho. Pray, if it will not too much Trouble be, 
Tell the whole Story to theſe Swains and me. 


Erg. 


64A 
Erg. I vill: The Frieſt early to Day (ye 


„ 


Z Unto the ſacred Temple; with one Care 
Both being mov'd t accelerate by Pray'r 
2 Their Children's wiſht for Marriage. For this 
ve, End 5 | {1 | | 


ies At once their Incenſe did to Heav'n aſcend, 
At once their Offerings bled, their Sacrifice 


At once was done with due Solemnities, _ 
And ſuch glad auſpice, that no Entrails &er 

Were fairer ſeen, no Flame was more ſincere, 
And leſs eclips'd with Smoke: Mov'd with 
4 ſuch Signs, | 4 


Thus the blind Prophet ſpeaks, and thus divines ; | 


3 This Day (Montano) /hall thy Silvio love. 

2 Thy Daughter (Titiro) a Wife ſhall prove : 
G60 and prepare the Marriage. O abſurd, _ 
And vain depending on an Augur's Word 
And thou as blind in Soul, as in thy Eyes! 
If thou hadſt faid, Prepare her Obſequies, 


nd Then a true Prophet thou hadſt prov'd indeed. 


Fet all the Standers by were comforted, 

And the Old Fathers wept for Joy apace, 

13 And Titiro was. parted from the Place. 

d! When in the Temple ſuddenly were heard 

Siniſter Omens, and dire 9 appear d 

Boding Heav'ns Wrath. At which (alas!) if each 

Stood there aſtoniſht and bereft of Speech 37 

Aſter fo fair Beginnings, Friends, judge y ou. 

Mean while the Prieſts themſelves alone with- 
IE G ; Into 


* * 


Did with this wretched Nymph's fad F ather go, f 


e 
Into an Inner Room: And-whilſt they there, 
And we without intent in Praying were, 


Devout and Weeping ; puffing through the Prefs | 


The ſhagged Satyr (lo? ) demands Acceſs 


To both good Priefts. T (Porter of that. Place) | 


Aamichim-: He then (O he has a Face 


To bring ill News 19 cry'd; F. athers, if your 


Pray'r 
Find not the Gods, your Vows and Incenſe are 
Not acceptable, and your Sacrifice; 
If from your Altars Flames impure ariſe 
Think it not ſtrange, that likewiſe is impure 


Which is committing now hard by your Door, "| 


In Ericina's Cave: A falſe Nymph there 

Is breaking with a baſe Actulterer* '*-*- > 

Your Laws, and her own Faith. Send, with | 
=: me how: 

Your Miniſters, and T will ew them Por 


Pth! Act to Täle em. Then (O Human Mind [ 
When thy Fate's IEP. how dull thou art! ow L 


blind! 1 * 


Tho good Prictts breathvd : Soppoſing cen 


more 


But them remove, and Heav'n would as before { 


Look on their- Sacrifice beni'nely. e 
Upon they order their chief Miniſter 
Nicandro preſently to take that Guide, 7 BK 
And Bring both Lovers to the Temple l 4 
With all his Under-Minifters he Sea 1 
Purſuing that vile Satyr through a _ 
And crooked Way into the rt. he Haid, 
es with their Torches ſudden Light" = 
F rom | 


. 
C 
, 


Fs PE; 
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From where ſhe was to run out of the Door, 
Which that baſe Dog had ſtopt (it ſeems) before: - 
Cho. A nd what did he A” While? : 
Erg. He went his Ways 
When he had led Nicandro to the Place. 

But (Friends) I cannot tell the general 
Aſtoniſhment that fell upon us all, 
Men it the Daughter prov'd of Titiro 8 
x ho taken, in a trice (I do not know 

© ut of what Place) forth bold Mirtillo flew 
And a ſharp Dart which he was arm'd with 
4 threw _ 

K ike Light ning at Nicandro : Which, if i it 

The Place that it was aimed at had hit, 
Had fent him to the Shades: But (whether 1 
I þ ay call it Fortune, or Agility) 

At the ſame Inſtant the one Saint his Blow, 
I The other ſtept a little backward ; ſo | 
| The mortal Steel paſt by, leaving his Breaſt 
4 ntoucht, and in his Coat of Skins did reſt, 
Into the which [I know not how] *twas wove 
SL] U So intricately, that Mirtillo ſtrove 
"TE In vain to pull it out; and ſo he too 
Was taken. 
Cho. And with him what did they doꝰ? 
Erg. He to the Temple by R war 
brought. 

Cho. For what? 79 5 1 
Erg. To try if hed diſcover onght 
J. Touching the Fact in Queſtion. - Perhaps too 

1 l ABR he in gs e did do 

| e Dante T e 


foo. 


- C248) 
Unto-the Prieſtly Majeſty, might ſome 
Penance deſerye. Would yet I might have come | 
To comfort my poor Friend l ER 
Cho. What hind'red thee ? | 
Erg. The Waiters at the Altar may not be 
Admitted to Delinquents : Therefore I 
Sequeſtred from the other Company, 
Go by my ſelf unto the Temple where 
With many a Prayer.and devouter Tear, | 
P11 beg of Heav'n that it would chaſe away 
This ſullen Storm that overclouds our Day. 
Dear Shepherds reſt in Peace, and joyn with ours | 
Your Pray'rs to foften the cœleſtial Towers. 
Cbo. We will, when we have paid to Sil, 
That Duty firſt we to his Goodneſs owe. |; 
O ye great Gods! now, now, if ever, prove 
Your. Anger leſs eternal than 15 Love. 


4 ” 


— 
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927 Coriſca. 


| Fo e ye Triumph-decking W Boughs : 
Circle my glorious and victorious Brows. | 

Into Love's Liſts, (hedg'd NO: about with : 
Flame) ; 


OY c ͤ Re 


- 


This Day I came, Tſaw, I overcame: \' | 

This Day has Heay n _ Earth, Nanwe and l 

Art, 0 

Fortune and Fate, Friend Ay . ta en my Parr 
v'n 


(1490 

Ev'n that ba® OA who abhors me ſo, 
cone ; Has help'd me too, as if he too did go 

some Share with me. How much more happily 
Did fortune bring Mirtills in, than I 
Contrived to have brought Coridun? To make 
Her Crime more ſhow of Likelihood to take? 
And though Mirtill's ap 1 ea too, 

That matters not; they ſoon will let him go: 
IT Adultreſs only pays the Penalty.  » 


Xt ebe 


ay 10 famous Triumph ! Solemn Victor, 
'- Tf Lying may deſerve a Trophy, E : 
1 ours | Deſerve a Trophy for my am'rous Lye s 
S. Which from this Tongue and Boſom has done 


How | 1 t more 

For me than Love with all his Charms before. 
But this is not a Time to talk : Withdraw 
Jy ſelf Coriſca, till the Doom of Law 
Fall on thy Rivals Head, for fear that ſhe . 
TT excuſe her ſelf, ſhould lay the Blame on. thee. 
Or that the Prieſt himſelf ſhould wiſh to know 
Y © What thou canſt fay, before he give the Blow. 
J When a Mine ſprings, tis good to ſtand aloof; 
A lying T "ongue requires a flying Hoof. 

7 * hide me in thoſe Woods, and there will make 
Some ſtay, till it be Time to. come and take 
PPoſſeſſion of my Joys. O ! it has hit 

13 as all Thoughr. Succeſs has crown'd my 


OV 
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 Nicandro. | 


Heart of Flint, or rather none had he, 
Nor human Senſe, that could not pity |# 
thee. 3 5 : = 
Unhappy Nymph! and for thy Sorrow grieve | 
The more, by how much leſs they can believe 
This ſhould befal thee, who have known thee 
beſt, | 
For were it but to ſee a Maid diſtreſt | | 
Of venerable Count'nance, and who ſhow*d 1 
So virtuous and ſo excellently Good; i 
One who for heav'nly Beauty merited + 
Temples and Sacrifices, to be led 


Ye . Ta a a Cr eg 


Unto the Temple as a Sacrifice, 


Who could behold her without melting Eyes ? 
But he that ſhould conſider farther, how, 
And for what Purpoſe thou wert born; that thou 
Art Daughter unto Titiro, and ſhow'd * 
Have marry*d been to great Montano's Blood, 
(Two the moſt lov'd and honour'd ſhall I ay 
Shepherds, or Fathers of Arcadia?) 
And that being ſuch, ſo great, ſo famous, and 
So beautiful a Nymph, and who did ſtand 


: | 
85 
By |: 
71 
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Nature ſo remote from thy Death's Brink, 


Thou ſhouldſt be now: condemn d. He that 


does think 
On this and weeps not, wails not thy Miſthap, 


Is not a Man, but Wolf in humane Shape. 


Am. If my. Miſhap had come through my 


own Fault, 
And the Effe& had been of evil Thought 
As of a Deed that ſeems ill, it had been 
Leſs grievous to me to have Death pay fin ; 
And very juſt it were J ſhould have ſpilt 
My Blood to waſh my Soul impure from Guilt, 


To quench Heav'ns Wrath; and ſince to Man 


did Wrong, 
Pay what to humane Juſtice does belong : 
So might have ſtill'd a crying Conſcience, 
And mortify*d with a due inward Senſe 
Of deſerv'd Death, render my ſelf more fit: 
To die, and through that Purgatory get 
Perchance to Paradiſe. . But now in all 
My Pride of Youth and Fortune thus tc to fall, 
Thus innocent, is a fad Caſe, a ſad — 
Nicandro. | 
Nic. Nymph, © would to Heay” n \ Man had 
Sinn'd againſt - thee, father than thou * 
Heav'n. 
For Satisfaction might be eaſier giv'n 
To thee for thy wrong d Fame than unto it. 
For its wrong*d Deities: Nor know I yet 
Who wrong'd thee but thy ſelf. Were thou 
not caught | 
Alone with the Adultrer in a Vaslt 25 
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To Silvio pre- contracted wert not thou ? 
And ſo thy Nuptial Faith haſt broken! ? How. 
Then Innocent? 
Am. For all this have not! 
Tranſgreſs d the Law; and Innocent I he! 


Nic. Not Natures Law perchance, Live where 
3 


thou Will: 
But that of Men and Heav'n, Love withcut Guilt. 
Am. Both Men and Heaven (if all our For- 
tune be 
Deriv'd from thence) tranſgreſt ha ve nt me. 
For what but an ill Deſtiny could bid 
That I ſhould die for what another did ? 
Nic. What was that Nymph? Bridle thy 
Tongue with high- 
Flown Grief tranſported ev*n to Blaſphemy. 
* The llls we ſuffer our own Sins pull down: 


Heav'n pardons many Wrongs, but commits 


none. 
Am. I blame in Heav'n but only my own Star. 
And one that has deceiv*d me more by far. 


Nic. Then blame thy ſelf, thy ſelf thou didft 4 


deceive. 
Am, I did when I a Coz'ner did valve: 
Nic. * They who deſire to be deceiv'd, are 
not. 
Am. Doſt think me naught ! > 
Nic. Nay, aſk thy Actions that. 
Am. Actions are oft falſe Comments on our 


Hearts. 
N ic. * Yet thoſe we ſee, and not the inward 


Parts; "© 
Am. 
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An. The Heart may be ſeen too with the 
Eyes o* th? Mind. 

Nic. * Without the Senſes hel p thoſe Eyes 


are blind. 
Am. * The Senſes muſt ſubmit to Reaſon's 


Sway. 

Nic. 3 in Pointof Fact muſt Senſe obey. 

Am. Well, I am ſure an honeſt Heart I have.” 

Nic. Prethee, who brought thee then into the 
Cave? 

Am. My Folly and too much Credulity. 

Nic. Thou truſtedſt with a Friend thy — of 

Am. I truſted a Friend's Honeſty, 

Mic. Thy Blood? o 

Was that the Friend thou wouldſt have under- 

| ſtood ? 

Am. Ormino's Siſter, who betray'd me thither. 

Nic. *Tis ſwee: when Lovers are OY 

together. 

Am, Mirtillo enter'd 8 my Conſent. 

Nic. How enter'dſt thou then? And for what 
Intent? 

Am. Let this ſuffice, *twas not for him I came.” 

Mc. It cannot, if no other Cauſe thou name. 

An. Examine him about my Innocence. 

Me. Him? Who has been the Cauſe of tx 

= Offence. --.- 

Am. Call her to Witneſs who 5 me betrayd. 

Mic. Why ſhould we hear a wretched faith- 

, leſs Maid ? 

Am. By chaſte Diana's dreadful Name I ſwear. 

Ni. Thou by thy W art perjur d unto her. 


5 __" Nymp®, 


(640 
Nymph, I am plain, I cannot flatter thee | 
Into a Hope which in Extremity 
Will leave thee more confounded ; ; theſe are Y 
Dreams: k 
| * Atroubled Fountain cannot yield pure Streams. 
Nor a bad Heart good Words. And where 
0 Neth ed IA 
© Is evident, Defence Offence does breed. S | 
What doſt thou talk? Thou ſhouldſt have guard- 
ed more | 
Than thy Life now, thy Chaſtity before. 
Why doſt thou cheat thy ſelf 3 : 
Am. O Miſery! y 

Muſt I then die, M n 2 Muſt 1 die f 3 
None left to hear? None to defend me left ? |? 
Of all abandon'd? Of all Hope bereft? | 
Only of ſuch a mocking Pity made YN 
The wretched Object as affords no Aid? 
Ne. Be patient, TT FINS, and give me Cauſe |? 
tote, Z 
Though thou ddt Il, yet that chou fafferrdit 1 
well. 47 

Look up to Heay” n, ſince thence thou draw | 

thy Birth ; F 
$ All Good or In we meet with upon Eurch, 1 
From thence as from a Fountain does diſtil x 
And as no Good is here unmixd with Ill, © 
So Puniſhment, that's Hl to Fleſh and Blodd, L 
As to th' Accompt we muſt make there is 
Good. 1 
And if my Words have cut thee, is but like 1 
A n Surgeon, who : a Vein does ſtrike, | | F 
r [ ; 
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( Or thruſts his Tuſtrument into the Wound 1 
Where it moſt mortal is and moſt profound, | 
"| In being cruel, merciful. Then be Lil 
Content with what is writ in Heav'n for thee. if 
: Anm. O tis a cruel Sentence, whether it 
: In Heav' n for me, or it on Earth be writ: 


Vet writ in Heav'n Pm certain it is not: 
Z For there my Innocence is known. But what 
Z ' Does that avail me, if that die I muſt? 
3 Thats the ſtraight narrow Paſſages to be Duſt, 
NMicandro, that's the bitter Cup: But oh! 

By that Compaſſion thou to me doſt ſhow, 
Lead me not to the Temple yet: O ſtay. 
Mic. Who fears to die, dies ev'ry Hour 


o'th* Day. 
Why hang t thou back, aud draw ſt a painful 
Z *<« Death has no Ill in't, but the Fear of Death. 


And he that dies when he has heard W 
Flies from his Death. | 

Anm. Perchance ſome Help may come. 
Father, dear Father, doft thou leave me too ? - 
An only Daughter's Father, wilt thou do 
Nothing to fave me? Yet before I die, 

A parting Kiſs to me do not deny. 
Two Boſoms ſhall bepierc'd with one dire Blow: 
And from thy Daughter's Wound thy Blood 
'* : - muſt flow. | 
O Father! (once fo ſweet and dear: a 52 
Which I was never wont t invoke in vain) 
Thy belov'd Daughter's Wedding ca EY this ? 
T 0 * a Bride; to Day a Sacri 


Nice 
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Nic. Good Nymph no more: r doſt thou 
thus with Pain 
Torment thyſelf and me, and all in vain *! BY 
The Time calls on : I muſt convey thee hence, 
Nor with my Duty longer may diſpence. | 
Am. Dear Woods adieu then, my dear Woods 
adieu : 
Receive theſe Sighs (my laſt ones) into you, 
*Till my cold Shade, forc'd from her Seat by dire 
And unjuſt Steel, to your lov'd Shades retire. 
(For fink to Hell it can't, *tis innocent; 
Nor ſoar to Heav'n, laden. with Diſcontent.) 
Mirtillo, (O Miriillo !) moſt accurſt 
The Day I ſaw, the Day I pleas'd thee firſt! 
Since I, whom thou above thy Life didſt love, 
Became thy Life, that thou my Death might'ſt 
prove. 
She dies condemn'd for Kindneſs now to thee, 
Whom thou haſt ſtill condemn'd of Cruelty, 
I might have broke my Faith as cheap: Ay me! 
Now without Fault, or Fruit I die, or Thee 
My dear Mirtill. — 
Nic. Alas! ſhe dies indeed. 
Poor Wretch ! Come hither Shepherds with all 
, 
Help me to hold her up. (O mournful Caſe J 
See finiſh'd in Mirtille's Name her Race. 
(Unhappy Maid) —— - ſhe Breathes yet, 
and I feel | 
Some Signs of Life pant in her Boſom ſtill. 
To the next Rbuntain let us carry her; 
Perchance cold Water may recover there 


- Her 


Her fleeting Spirits. Stay, will not Relief 

ge Cruelty to her who dies of Grief, 

To prevent Dying by the Axe? Howe'er, 

O let not us our Charity forbear. 

Men ought to lend their Aid in preſent Woe: 

What is to come, none but the Gods fore- 
know. 


We 


SCENE VI. 


Chor of fone wit Sv 


2 Chorus Huniſmen. 


f * 


Glorious Youth ! true Child of Hercules, 
Who kill ſt ſo ſoon ſuch monſirous Beaſts as 
the! fawn! hn ; 
-- CB. S. O glorious Youth ! by whom lies 
lain and queld | on 
This Erimantbian Monſter, (living) held 
Ixvincible! Behold the horrid Head. 
> Which ſeems to threaten Death altho? tis dead 
This is the famous Trophy, noble Toil 3 
Of him whom we our Demi-God do ſtile. 
Exol his Glory, (Shepherds) and this Day 
Keep ever ſolemn, ever ſacred Day. 


Cho. 


2 158) = | 
Cho. Huntſ. O Glorious Youth !. true Chil «| 7 
= "Heales, . 3 
f Who kilPR. fo ſoo ſuch monſProus Bal as s the a 

Ch. SH. O Glorious Youth! that doſt deſ- 

piſe thine own, i 

I For others Safeties. * Virtue climbs her Throne 
By theſe ſteep Stairs; and the high Gods 
* © have ſet 
1 | © Before her Palace-Gates Labour and Sweat. 
4 He that would land at Joy muſt wade through 
il © Woes: 
| Nor by unprofitable baſe Repoſe 
4 : ons Labour, but from gallant Deeds, 


1 And vertuous Labour true Repoſe proceeds. 

1 Cho. Huntſ. O Glorious Youth ! true Child of 
| Hercules, | 

| | Who kill A ſo ſoon ſuch monſÞ rous Beaſts as theſe Z 


„ Cb. Sh. O Glorious Youth ! by whom theſe 
'} Plains deprived © 
| Of Tillage, and of Tillers Ts retriev*d 

'F Their fruitful Humours have. The Plough-man 
F now 
| | Securely goes after the lazy Plough, 
f Sows his plump Seed, and from Earth's preg- 
1 nant Womb 
Expects the Harveſt when the IIERE s come. 
Do more ſhall churliſh Tuſk, or churliſh Foot 
Trample them down, or tear their tender Root. 
Nor ſhall they proſper fo as fo ſuſtain 3 
Wl A Beaſt, to be ny; Os and others Bane. 
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Cho. Huntſ. O Glorious Youth, thou Child of 
Hercules, 


Ao kilÞft fo foon ſuch monſtrous Beaſts as theſe ! 
Cho. Shep, O Glorious Youth! as if preſag- 


ing thine, 


The Heav'n to Day does in full Glory ſhine. 


Such peradventure was that famous Boar 

Alcides flew, yet fo thy Act is more; 

It being (Silo) thy firſt Labour, as 

Of thy great A Aer the Third it was. 

But with wild Beaſts thy Infant-valour plays. 

To kill worſt Monſters in thy riper Days. 
Cho: Huntf, O Grins Dub, true Child of 
Hercules 

Who kill ſt fo foon fuch np. Beuſts as theſe ! 
Cho. Shep. O Glorious Youth! | how well are 
join'd in thee 

Valour and Piety See Cynthia, + .- I 

Thy devout Silſvio's Vow ! behold with white 

And crooked Tuſk, (as if in thy Deſpight) 


The proud Head arms on this Side LN on that, 


Serming thy Silver Horns to emulate 


If then ( (O pow'rful Goddeſs) thou didſt guide 


The young Man's Shaft, he is in juftice ty*d 


To dedicate this Trophy Great to thee, 


By whom he thus obthir'd the Victory. 
Cho. Huntſ.'© Glorious Youth, true Child of 


Hercules, 


Who Kill t Pp oF Ai mare Beaſts as theſe ! 
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SCENE VIL 


Coridon. 


| 1 Have forborn till now to credit what 


The Satyr told me of Coriſca late, 
Fearing it might be ſome malicious Lye 
Devis'd by him to ſhake my Conſtancy. 


For moſt improbable it ſeem'd, that ſhe 


In the fame Place where ſhe expected me, 

(Unleſs the Meſſage which Liſettia brought 

To me from her were falſe) ſhould ſtraight be 
caught 

With an Adulterer. And yet (to ſpeak 

The 3 here's no {mall Sign, cheſs Tokens 
make 

My Soul perplext, to ſee the Mouth o'th* Den 

Juſt in that Manner he related then 10 

Shut and damm'd up with ſuch a maſſy Stone. 

Ah falſe Coriſca ! too well by my own 

Experience long of thy ungen' rous Deeds 

I know thee now: Stumbling ſo oft, thou needs 

Muſt fall at laſt. So many Frauds, 1 many 

Lyes, and Vow-Breaches might have warned 
an 


(Whom Folly or Affection did not blear) 


That ſome ſuch fearful ſtumbling Fall was near, 


*T was well for me I ſtaid ſo by the Way; 


A: happy Chance my Father made me ſtay : 
Though 


e 


Regain'd, whom] thus to another gave. 


(161) 

Though then T did ſuppoſe him fooliſhly 

x7 We been a Ce ak Delay. Had J 
Come at Liſetta's Hour, I might have ſeen 
Something which Poyſon to my Eyes had been. 
But what ſhall I do now ? Arm'd with Dildain, 
Shall I Revenge and Miſchief entertain? 

No: I have lov'd her, and this Act does crave 
My Pity, not my Anger. Shall I have 

Pity on one deceiv*d me ? Me ! ah ſhe 
Deceiv*d herſelf by leaving faithful me, 

To give her ſelf a Prey into the Hand 

Of an ignoble Swain, a Stranger and 

A Vagabond, that will to Morrow be 


More wav'ring, more without true Faith than 


fhe. 
Shall I take Pains then to revenge a Wrong 
That carries with it its Revenge along? 
And quenches all my Indignation ſo. 
Tis turn'd to Pity ? See has ſcornd me too: 
In 1 has honour?d me: Who thus could 
chuſe, 5 e 


Highly commends the Man ſhe does refuſe, 


She ſcorn'd me, who the Way did never know, 
How ſhe ſhould Love receive, or how beſtow. 


Who lik'd at random ſtill, or had this Curſe, 


If two were offer'd her, to chuſe the Work. 
But tell me Coridon, how can it be, 

If ſcorn of being ſcorn'd ſhall move not thee 
To take revenge; but that to have been croſt 
By ſuch a Loſs ſhould do't ? I have not loſt 
Her whom I never had: My ſelf I have 


| Nor 
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Jt In fine, What have I loſt Beauty without I 
IL | Virtue : A Head with all the Brains thrown out : 


i | A Shade, a Ghoſt, a Carcaſs of Affection, TR 
1 Which will to Morrow turn to Putrefaction: 


5 Is there no Woman in the World but ſhe ? 


ik I know it lies to have her put to death. 


| +, > 
Nor can't a Loſs be conſtru'd to remain 
Without a Woman ſo unſure and vain. 
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A Breaſt that has no Heart : A wretched Heart 
No Soul, or ſuch as will no Faith impart. 


Eee 
6. 
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Is this a Lofs ? I will be bold to ſay't, 


"Tis a great Gain as well as fortunate. 


Can Coridon want Nymphs as fair as ſhe? 

|| And far more true ? But the may well want one 
I! Will love her with ſuch Faith as Coridon, 1 
| Whom ſhe deſerv'd not. Now if I ſhould do- 
il That which the Satyr did adviſe me to, | 
l Accuſing her of Yew-breach, in my Breath 


i But I have not an Heart fo Aſpine, I, 1 
l That with the Wind of Woman's Levity 7 
N It ſhould be mov'd. Too great a Happineſs 
And Honour 'twere to their Perfidioufneſs, 
FF with the Trouble of a manly Breaſt, 
And Breaking of the happy Peace and Reſt. 
Of an ingenious Soul, I were to be | 

| Reveng'd upon Coriſca now. For me 

ö Then let her live: Or (to expreſs it better) 

| By me not die, live for my Rival let her. 
Her Life, no more ſhallall my Vengeance claim, 
0 Let her then live to Penitence and Same. 
I know not how to envy him, or loath _ 
| Her; but with all my Heart I pity both. 


— 
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Givꝰſt them the Reigns to all Laſciviouſneſs. 


Such breaking Waves of Hopes, ſuch Gulfs o 


(16) 
SCENE VIII. 


Silvio. 


SGoddeſs of the Slothful, Blind and Vain, 
Who with foul Hearts, Rites fooliſh and 
rophane, 


Altars and Temples hallow to thy Name! 


Temples! or Sanctuaries vile faid I ? 
To protect Lewdneſs and Impiety, 
Under the Robe of thy Divinity ? 


And thou, baſe Goddeſs ! that thy Wickedneſs, 
When others do as bad, may ſeem the leſs, 


Rotter of Soul and Body, Enemy 
Of Reaſon, plotter of ſweet Thievery, 


The little and great World's Calamity.. 


Reputed worthily the Ocean's Daughter 
That treach'rous Monſter, which. with even 

Water 8 
Firſt ſooths, but ruffles into Storms ſoon after. 


Such Winds of Sighs, ſuch Cataracts of Tears, 
Fears, 


Thou mak*ſt in Men, ſuch Rocks ofcold Deſpairs. 
1 | Tides 
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Tides of Deſire 0 Head-ſtrong, as would move 
The World to change thy Name, when thou 
ſhalt prove 


Mother of Rage and Tempeſts, not of Love. 


Behold what Sorrow now and Diſcontent 
On a poor Pair of Lovers thou haſt ſent! 
Go thou, that vaunt'ſt thy ſelf Omnipotent. 


Go, faithleſs Goddeſs, ſave that Nymph whom 


thou 
Halt poiſon'd with thy Sweets (if thou know'ſt 


how) 
From her ſwift Death's purſuing F ootſteps NOW, 


O what a happy Day was that for me, 
When my chaſte Soul I did devote to thee, 


Cynthia, my greatand only Deity ! 


True Goddeſs ! unto whoſe pecaliar Shrine 
The faireſt Souls in all the Earth incline, 
As thou in Heav'n doſt all the Stars out-ſhine. 


Ho much more laudable and free from Pain 


The Sports are which thy Servants entertain,. - 
Than thoſe of chaſtleſs Cytherea's Train! 


Wild Boars are kilPd by thy true Worſhippers :- 
By wild Boars miſerably kill'd are hers. 


O Bow, my Strength and Joy! My Conquer- 
ers. 7 
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My Arrows | Let that Bug- bear Love come try 
And match with you his ot Artillery: 

FP whom you wound do in good earneſt die. 


But tos much Honour hence to thee would come, 
Vile and unwarlike Boy, to chaſtiſe wham 


(I ſpeak*r aloud) a Rods enough. n 


What art thou that reply'ſt! ? Eccho ? Or Love? 
That fo does imitate the ſame ? The ſame, 


Moſt wiſh'd'! but tell me true; Art thou he? He. 


The Son of her that for Adonis onee 
So miſerably pin'd away ? ? Ang. 


Well: Of that Goddeſs 3 was N in Bed 
With Mars, yOu the Stars ſhot to ſee her 


ame, 
And the chaſte Moon bluſh'd a at her folly 20 The! 


What Madneſs tis to whiſtle to the Wind! 
Come 0 if thou dareſt ) to the wide Air, 1 dare. 


A 15 1 * thee. r Phe tho ker {Fan 
Legitimate, or elfe, By-blow I Blow. 


O! the Smith's Son that's call'd a God. 4 God. 
Of what? The Follies of the World ; The World. 


The Bawd thou art. Art thou that dreadful Boy 
That 


y ' 
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( 166 5 
That takt ſuch ſharp Revenge upon EY 
Who thy abſurd Commands do not obey? 
What Puniſhments doſt thou LICE on n 
Who! in Rebellion perſevere * Pits 1121 Severe. 


And 8 ſhall I be puniſh'd, whos hard Heart 
Has always been at odds with Love? Hi Love. 
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When (Sot) if my chaſte Breaſt be to thoſe Flames 
More oppoſite than Night to. Day? To Day. 


So quickly ſhall be in that Streight ? Streight. 
What's ſhe can bring me to adoring ? Dorin. 


Dorinda, is it not, my little Child, 
Thou wouldſt ſay in thy DOME Gibb'riſh > 1h. 


She whom J hate more han the Lamb: the Wolf: 5 4 
And who to this ſhall force my Will? Till. 


i, 
r 
er 


And how : ? And with what Arms ? and with 
what Bow? © | 
Shall it be Harp with thine: 5 With thine 


Thou 3 refined, owkert by thy: Wan- 8 
tonneſs = 
It is unbent, and the String broken? © Broken, 


be NG 
* / 4 8 2 
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pan my on fa te? tis Aubin 8 
Make War on me? And who ſhall break't 
You? ? 85 You. 


Tis plain now thou art Drunk Go to Hep. 
HT Bur far, „ 

Where ſal hel Miracles be Wrought ? Here? 
A Here. 


3 © Fool ! and I am going now from hence. 
See if thou haſt not prov*d thy {lf to Day 
A Prophet with the Wine inſpir'd.. : Inſpir'd.. 


_ 4 * N Yy 2 * * 
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But ſtay, Thee ( ED I. mych miſtake). 
XZ A greyiſh Thing at couch ir Jonder Brake: 
is like a Wolt, and ce ertainly *tis one. 
O what a Huge one tis! how over- grown 
80 Day of Prey to me! WiitF vous ate g 
Theſe, coprteans Goddeſs ?! In one Day A Pair 
of ſuch wild Beafts to triumph o'r ? But why 
Do I delay this Work, my Deity ? 
Ihe ſwifteſt and the kecneſt Shaft that is 
In all my Quiver (let me ſee, *tis this) 
I do ſelect: To thee I recommend it, 
. 4 5 10 O Archerels eternalFx da chou lend it 
By Fortune's Hand, Ad thy Pow'r Divine 
F Guide it into the Bea. His Skin is thine. 
And in thy Name I ſhoot. Happy Event! 
'F © Juſt where the Eye and Hand deſign'd it, went. 
= Would now I had my Javelin here, to make 
An End of him at aka betore he take 
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(168) 
The Wood for ſhelter : But the Place ſhall yield 
Me Weapons. Not a Stone in all the Field ? 
But why do I ſeek Weapons, having theſe ? 
This ſecond Arrow lays him at his Eaſe. 
Alas! what do I ſee ? What haſt thou done, 
Unhappy Silvio? What haſt thou run 
Thy ſelf into? Thou haſt a Shepherd ſlain 
In a Wolf's Skin, O Action full of Stain 
For ever plung'd in Grief for me to lie, 
For ever buried up in Infamy. _ 3 
The Wretch too I ſhould know, and he that fo | I 
Does lead and hold him up is Linco. O 3 
Vile Arrow ! Viler Vow ! but vileſt Thou | 
That didſt direct that Arrow, hear that Vow! 
I guilty of another's Blood? I kill 
Another? I that was ſo free to ſpill 
My Blood for others, and my Life to give? |} 
Throw down thy Weapons, and inglorious live, 
See here he comes, tho truly wretched he, 4 
Yet he leſs Wrong, n 5 7 thee, i 
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4 SCENE IX. 


Linco, Silvio, Dorinda. 


10 I E A N, Daughter, on my Arm with all 


thy Weight, 
Wretched Dorinda) do. 


f Sil. Dorinda's that? 
Ah! I am dead. 
L be. O Linco, Linco ! O 
My ſecond Father! 
Si. Tis Dorinda: Woe, 
Je, 1 . . / 
Woe on thee Silvio 


Dor. Linco, thou wert ſure 

 FOrdain'd by Fate to be a Stay to poor 

| Y I orinda. Thou receiv'dſt my firſt weak Cry 

When I was born: Thou wilt, now I'm to die, 

y lateſt Groan : And theſe thy Arms which 

were 

My Cradle then, ſhall now become my Bier, 

Lin. Ah Daughter vn more dear than if 

3 thou wert 

3 My Daughter) ſpeak now to thee for my 1 

I cart, Grief melts each Word into a Tear. 

Si. O Goddeſs Earth, earn'ſt I call on thee, 1 

ä 4 4 pen thy dreadful Chaſms and ſwallow me. { 
Dor. Not ſo faſt, Linco, if thou lov'ſt me: 1 
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(170) 
Linco, nor go, nor weep fo faſt ; one rakes 
My Wound too bad, other a new Wound | 


makes. 
Sil. (Poor Nymph !- how ill have I repaid 
thy Love ! 


Lin. Be of good Comfort, Daughter, this | F 


will prove 
No mortal Wound. 
Dor. It may be ſo ; but I 
That am a Mortal, of this Wound ſhall die. 
Would I knew yet who hurt me 
Lin. Get thee ſound, 
And let that pals: Revenge neer curd aWound. 
Sil. Why doſt thou ſtay ! What mak'ſt thou 
in this Place ? 
Wouldſt thou be ſeenby her? Haſt thou the Face? 
Haſt thou the Heart t' indure it? Silvio, fly 
From the ſharp Dart of her revenging Eye : : 
Fly from her Tongue's juſt Sword. I cannot go, 
Nor what it is that keeps me do I know, 
But ſomething holds me, and would make me run 


To her, whom I of all the World would ſhun.) 


Dor. Muſt I then die and not my Murth' rer 
know? 

Lin. *T was Silvio. 

Dor. How doſt know *twas Silvio 2 

Lin. I know his Shaft. 

Dor. Then welcome Death, if I 

Shall owe thee to ſo ſweet an Enemy! 

Lin. See where he ſtands ! for Queſtions needs | 

no Time, 


His Poſture. and his Looks proclaim the Crime. 9 
Now, | 7 
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Now, Silvio, Heav'n be prais'd thy Shafts and 
Thous't us'd fo well about theſe Woods, that now 
With ſuch Dexterity thou'ſt play*d thy Part, 
Thou haſt commenc'd a Maſter of thy Art; 
That acts like Silvio, not like Linco, who 

This gallant Act perform'd, Linco, or you! 
This *tis for Boys to be ſo overwiſe: 

Ahl would'ſt thou've taken this old Fool's Ad- 
1 . 

Anſwer, thou Wretch, what ling ring Miſery ? 
Z What Horrors wilt thou live in if ſhe die? 

I know thouPt ſay thou ernd'ſt and thoughts't 
; BZ to ſtrike 

uA Wolf, as if *twere nothing, Scheol Boy like, 
ad Z To ſhoot at all Adventures and not ſee 

© Þ 7 Whether or no a Man or Beaſt it be. 

What Peaſant, or what Goat-herd does not go 
In Skins like theſe. This, Silvio, well you 
1 know, | | 
Soon ripe ſoon rotten. If thou think*ſt, fond 
E Child, . 


py 


4 


8 | This Chance by Chance befel thee, thou'rt be- 
3 guild. 1 | we 

T heſe monſtrous Things without divine Decree 

= Hap not to Men. Doſt thou plainly ſee 


= How this thy inſupportable Diſdain 


[7 
"> 


Of Love, the World and all that is human 
Diſpleaſes Heavn. The Gods cannot abide 
A Rival on this Globe; and hate ſuch Pride 

* = © Altho? in Virtue, Now thou art dumb, _ 
Not to be born before. 4 

8 H 2 Dor. 
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Of Life and Death. If thou hadſt ſtrook my i 
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( 172 ) 
Dor. Give: Linco room. 
Give him, O Silvio, room to alk : For he 
Knows not what Power Love gave thee over | ; 
"me," 1 1 


Hea Ly . BM 
Thꝰ hadſt firook what's thine (mark%d proper for 
thy Dar . ) 4 
Thoſe Hands to edu me, thy fair Eyes have 
taught. 1 
Ser; Silvio, her thou hat'ſt fo ! ſee her brought 2 
To thoſe Extremes that thou wouldſt ſee her | 
Thou ſought'ſt to wound her, ſee her wounded - 
here 4 
To Prey upon her, ſee ſhe is thy Previol: - - Bl 
Thou ſought'ſt her Death, and ſee ſhe 8 Aying 4 
Wouldſt thou ought elſe of her? What farther 4 
"Joy ; 
Can poor Dorinda yield thee ? Cruel Boy! $3 
And void of Pity ! thou wouldſt ne'er be- 
lieve 1 
That Wound which dem thy Eyes 1 did re- 
ceive: | 
This which thy Hands have giv” n canſt thou j 4 
deny? 
Thoſe chryſtial Show'rs which iſſu'd from my | 
Bye, 
Thou couldſt not be perſwaded were my Blood: 
W hat doſt thou think now of this crimſon F =| 
Which 
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Which my Side weeps? But (if oerwhelm'd 
with Scorn, - 

That Brav*ry. be not wherewith thou wert born ) 

Deny me not, (though cruel Soul, yet brave) 

Deny me not (*tis all the Boon I crave) 


When I ſhall Sigh into thee my laſt Breath, 


One Sigh of thine. O happy, happy Death! 


If thou vouchſafe to ſweeten it with theſe 
2 Kind Words and piteous; Soul, depart in peace, 


Sil. Dorinda, my Dorinda, ſhall 1 ſay, 


4 ( Alas ) when I mult” loſe thee, the ſame Day 


er Th'art mine: Now mine, when Death to thee I 


give, 


That wert not mine, when! could nas thee 


live. 


ves mine I'll call thee: 7 thou mine ſhalt be 


In ſpight of my oppoſing Deſtiny. 
For if thy Death our meeting Souls disjoin, 
Z My Death ſhall re-unite us. All es. s mine 
klage to revenge her: I have murder'd thee - 
With theſe curs'd Arrows ; z with them mur- 
1 „„ 
© Moſt cruel have 1 been to Hee 3 ; and I 
: Deſire from thee nothing but Cruelty. 


Ba 
8 


I ſcorn'd thee in my Pride; ſee! with my Knee 
(Low bended to the Earth) I worſhip thee, 
And Pardon of thee, but not Life demand. 
T3 Take Shafts and Bow : But do not ſtrike my 


Hand 


2X Or Eye; bad Miniſters, tis true, yer Milt, 
1 But Miniſters of. an ümguilty Will: 
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Thou woulft nor thew'e ine naked. O whit: A 


For my y Revenge a 83 plague than this. 
My Tears and Martyrdom. All I defire 


In thee, and cannot die whilſt thou'rt alive. 


0 1749 ; 

Strike me this Br eaſt, this Monſter hence re. 
move, | ; A 
Sworn Enemy of Pity, and of Love. 
Strike me this Heart, to thee ſo cruel. 
See my naked Breaſt ! | 
Dor. I ſtrike, what ſays't to me? I 

I firike "on Breaſt ? Sure if thou didſt not 1 
INOC 1 


Rock!! L 
Already by the Winds wal briny Main I 
Of my rough Sighs and Tears oft ſtrook in- 
But doft thou breathe ? Nor art to Pity bar'd! 1 
Art thou a tender Breaſt, or marble hard? 1 
J would not idolize fair Alablaſter, 1 5 
(Led by the human Likeneſs) as thy Mafter 2 
And mine, when on the Outſide ke did look, 
A harmleſs Woman for a Beaſt miſtook. 3 
I ſtrike thee ? Strike thee Love ? Nor can 1 x 

wiſh L 


Yet muſt I bleſs the Day that I took fire, 


Is that thou praiſe my Faith, my Zeal, but no 
Revenging me. But courteous Silvio, 

(That to thy Servant kneel'ſt) why this to me? 
Or if Dorinda muſt thy Miſtreſs be, 4 4 
Obey her then ; the firſt Command I give, i I 


Is that thou riſe 3 the Second, that thou live. 


Heav'n's Will be done with me: I ſhall ſurvive 
But 3 


re- 
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But if thou thinkeſt unjuſt I ſhould be found 


Without all Satisfaction for my Wound, 
Be that, which did it, puniſh'd, Twas that 
Bow : | 
Let that he broke; I'm well revenged lo... 
Lin. (A very heavy Doom.) 
Sil. Come then thou mad, | 
Thou bloody Actor of a Deed fo fad : E 
That thou mayſt ne*er break Thread of Life 
again, Es a f 
Thus do I break thee and thy Thread in twain, 


| And ſend thee, uſeleſs Trunk, back to the Wood. 


Nor you (ill ſanguin'd with a guiltleſs Blood !) 
Which my dear Miſtreſs Side ſo rudely rent, 
(Brothers in ill) ſhall *ſcape your Puniſhment. 


Not Shafts, nor Flights, but Sticks, ſince ye 


ſhall want | 
Thoſe Wings and Heads which garniſh'd you: 
Avaunt | | | 
Arms, without Arms, deplum'd. How well, 
o | | 
Didſt thou foretel me this from yonder Grove? 


In a prophetick Eccho! O thou high 


Now Lord of all my Thoughts! if *tisthy Glory 
To tame a Heart that's proud and refractory, 


= Divert Death's impious Dart, which with one 


Blow 5 
Slaying Dorinda, will lay Silvio too. ; 
(Now thine :) So cruel Death, if it remove 


Her hence, will triumph o'er triumphant Love. 


(176) 


in vain, 
Unleſs the other's Wound be heabd agus, 
About it then. 
Dor. Ah Linco Fe pray) 
Carry me Home diſguis'd in this Array. 
Sil. Why ſhould Horinda go to any Home 


Fre it be Night, either alive, or dead. 
And Silvio or in Life or Death ſhall wed 


Lin. Now ſhe may become thy Wife, 
Since Amarillis is to Marriage, Life, : 
And Virtue loſt: Bleſt Pair! Ye Gods (that do 
Wonders) with one Cure now give Lite to 

| WO. 

Dor. O Silvio! I ſhall Nie my wounded 

Thigh 


Sil. Good Remedy 


Care, 
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Lin. There tis. | 
Sil. Hold faſt : A Chair 
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here 


Dorinda, ſuff ring thy right Hand © imbrace 
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Thy Body tenderly, that th* wounded Part 
May not be ſtrain'd. | 


Lin. Now both are wounded : But the one | 4 


But Silvio's ? She ſhall ſure my Spouſe become 
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Feebly ſupporting me. K 3 
For that ! take Heart : Tart mine and Linco's ® 
And I and Linco thy Supporters are, F | 
Lmco, thy Hand. 2 


Let's make for her of our two Arms. Reſt 3 


The Neck of Linco, thy left mine : Now place 4 b 


1 


Dor. 


6770 

Dor. O cruel painful Dart! 

Sil. Sit at more eaſe, my Love. 
Dor. It is well now. | 
Sil. Good Linco do not ſtagger. 
Lin. Nor do thou» coi. 
Swag with thy Arm, but ſteady go and wary 5 | 
It will-concern thee. Ah! we do not carry 
A Boar's huge Head in triumph. | 

: Sil. Say, my Dear, 

3 How is it now? 

Dor. In Pain; but leaning here 

My Heart) to be in Pain, is pleas'd to be; 

Z To languiſh; Health; to die Eternity. 
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PIR golden Age ! when Milk was uf only 
'3 S ⁵⁵8 | 
4 And Cradle of the Infant World the Wood + 
( Rocb'd by the Winds ;,) And ih untouchd Flocks 
: L | ad be ar. 1 
Their 25 young Ones for tbemſelves? None yet 
= ad far : 26% 
Type Sword or Poyſon : No black Thoughts begun 


N ”" 
£0 
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= Teechipſe the Light of the eternal Sun: 
Wr wan@ ring Pines unto a foreign Sbore, 
Or War, or Riches (a worſe Miſchief) bore 
Tat pompous Sound, Idol of Vanity, 
Made up of Title, Pride, and Flattery, 


== Fi 3 Which: 


„ 

Which they call Honour whom Ambition blinds, 
Was not as yet the Tyrant of our Minds. 

But to buy real Goods with honeſt Toil 

Amongſt the Woods and Flocks, to uſe no Guile, 
Was Honour to thoſe ſober Souls that knew 

No Hippineſs but what from Virtue grew. 2 
Then Sports. and Carols among ft Brooks and Plain 
Kindled a lawful Flame in Nymphs and Swains, | 
Their Hearts and Tongues concurr d, they Ki 75 and 


1 
Which 8 moſt feet, and yet which leaſt did! 
c10y, 3 
Hymen beftorw'd on them, To one alone I 


The bo lively Roſes of Delight were blown ; I 
The thievifh Lover found them fhut on Trial, 1 
And fenc d with Prickles o 4 a fharp Denial. ; 
Were it in Cave or Mood, or purling Spring, 
Huſband and Lover ſign mify yd one Tung. 

Baſe PRESENT AGE, which does with thy 
: impure 

Delights, the Beauty of the Soul obſcure : 

Teaching to nurſe a Dropſy in the Veins, 
Bridling thy Looks, but giv Deſire the Reins: | 
Thus, like a Net that ſpread and cover d lies z 
With Leaves and tempting Hlow'rs thou doſt di * 1 
With coy and holy Arts a wanton Heart; Y 

Mad ſt Lifea s tage-play, Virtue but a Part: 

© Nor think'ſt it any Fault Love's Sweets to ſteal, 

So from the World thou canſt the Theft conceal. 

But thou that art the King of Kings, create 
In ns true Honour . « Viriue's all the State 
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Great 


aud 


did 


Thee, and the Glory of the antient World. 


8 Ham that: Let's hope ; the Sun that's ſet may 


_- CO” 

Great Souls ſhould keep. Unto theſe Cells return 
Which were thy Court, but now thy Abſence mourn, ' 
From their dead Sleep with thy ſharp Goad awake 
Them, who, to follow their baſe Wills, forſake 


Leis hope: Our Ills have truce till we are hurld 


« riſe, 


And with new Light ſalute our longing Eyes. 
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Uranio, Carino, 


Uranio. 


* XS LL Places are our Country where 
A we're well: 

8 Which to the Wiſe is whereſo'er 
: they dwell. 


Car. It is moſt” true, Uranio: And no Man 
By Proof can ſay it better than I can: 
Who leaving lon» ago my Father's Houſe, 
(Be'ng very young, and then Ambitions 
Of ſomething more than holding of the Plough, 
Or keeping Sheep) travelPdabroad : And now 
To the ſame Point where I began, return, 
When my gilt Locks are to the Silver worn. 
Yet a ſweet Thing (it needs muſt be confeſt) 
To any that has Senſe, in his firft Neſt : 
For Nature gave to all Men at their Brith 
Something of ſecret Love to that fame Earth 
Where they were born, which never Old doth 
" OW 
In us, but follows whereſo? er we go. 
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The 
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The Loadſtone which the wary Mariner 

Does as Director of his Travels bear; 

Nor at the Dawn of Day, nor at the Cloſe 

Does ever that dear hidden V irtue loſe, | 

W hich makes it to the North retort its Look : 

So he that has his Native Soil forſook, _ 

Though he may wander far, much compaſs 

35 ms 

Yes, and his Homem foreign Commit make, 

Vet that ſame nat'ral Love does {till retain, 

Which makes him wiſh his Native Soil again. 

O fair Arcadia ! the ſweeteſt Part a 

Of all the World, (at leaſt to me thou art). _ 

Which my Feet trod on, but my Thoughts 
adore | 

Had I been landed blindfold on thy Shore, 


$a 6 GB MO 
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Yet then I ſhould have known thee, ſuch a 


Flood 

Of ſudden Joy runs Races with my Blood: 
Such a magnetic powerful Sympathy, | 
And unaccuſtom*d Tenderneſs feel E 
Thou then, that my Companion dear haft been 
In Travels and in Sorrows, ſhalt be in 
At my Joys too: * Tis Reaſon thou ſhouldſt go 
My half in Happineſs, as well as Woe. 

Ura, Companion of thy Travels I have been, 
Not of the Fruit thereof ; for thou art in 
Thy Native Soil, where thou Repoſe mayſt find 
For thy tid Body, and more tir'd Mind: 


But ] that am a Stranger, and am come 


So many Leagues from my PRE Houſe, and 
trom Toes 
5 My 
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(182) 
My poorer and diſtreſſed Family, 

Trailing my wearied Limbs along with thee, 

For my afflicted Body well may find 

Repoſe, but not for my afflicted Mind: 

Thinking what Pledges do behind remain, 

And how much rugged Way I muſt again 

Tread over ere I reft, Nor do I know 

Who elſe could have prevaiPd with me to go 

From Elis in my gray unweildy Age "7 

(Not knowing why) ſo long a Pilgrimage. 
Car. Thou know'ſt my dear Mirillo, (who 

Was given 5 5 

As a Son to me by propitious Heav'n) | 

Some two Months ſince came hither to be well, 

(By my Advice, or of the Oracle, 

To ſpeak more true, which ſaid, 72% Arcadian 

Air T 

Was ih only Means that could bis Health repair.) 

Now I, who find it an exceeding Pain, 0 

Without ſo dear a Pledge long to remain, 

Conſulting the ſame Oracle, enquired 

When he'd return whom I ſo much defir'd. 

'The Anſwer was the ſame I tell thee now ; 

Unto thy antient Country return thou ; | 

Where with thy dear Mirtillo thou fbalt be 

Happy; for in that Place (by Head'us Decree 

He's mark*d out for great Things: But till thou come 

Into Arcadia, touching this be dumb. 

Thou then, my faithful Companion, dear 

My lov'd Uranio, who didſt ever bear 

A Share in all my Fortunes hitherto, D 

Repoſe thy Body, and thou ſhalt have t 8 | | 


(18; » 
Cauſe to repoſe thy Mind *twixt me and thee, 
(If Heav'n perform what it has promis d me) 
All ſhall be common: No Succeſs can glad 
Carino, if he ſee Urams fad. 
Ura. My dear Carino, what do I for thee, 
Rewards itſelf, if it accepted be. 
But what at firſt could make thee to forego 
Thy Native Country, if thou lov'ſt it ſo? 
Car. A Love to Poetry, and to the loud 
Muſic of Fame reſounding in a Crowd. 
For I myſelf (greedy of foreign Praiſe) T 
Diſdain'd Arcadia only ſhould my Lays 1 
Hear and applaud: As if my Native Soil 1 
Were narrow Limits to my growing Style, 
I went to Elis and to Pia then, 
(Famous themſelves, and giving Fame to Men) 
There ſaw I that lov'd Egon firſt with Bays, 
With Purple then, with Virtue deck'd always: 
That he on Earth Apollo's ſelf did ſeem: 
Therefore my Heart and Harp I did to him 
Still conſecrate, devoted to his Name. 
And in his Houſe (which was the Houſe of 
Fame) 
I ſhould have ſet up my perpetual Reſt, 
There to admire and imitate the Beſt, 
If as Heav'n made me happy here below, 
So it had given me the Grace to know 
And keep my Happineſs. How I forſook 
Elis and Piſa after, and betook | 
Myſelf to Argos and Micene, where 
An earthly God 1 worſhip'd, with what there 


(184) 


I ſuffer'd in that hard Captivity; 

Would be too long for thee to hear, for me 

Too fad to utter. "Only thus much know, 

T loft my Labour, and in Sand did ſow : 

IJ writ, wept, ſung, hot and cold Fits I had; 

I rid, I ſtood, I bore, now fad, now glad, 

Now high, now- low, now in eſteem, now 
ſeorwd ; 

And as the Delphic Iron, N is 8 

Now to Heroick, now Mechanick Uſe, 

I fear'd no Danger, did no Pains refuſe ; 

Was all Thangs, and was nothing 3 chang'd 
my Hair, 

Condition, Cuſtom, Thoughts, and Life, but 


ne'er 


Could change- my Fortune. Then 1 knew at 


laſt, 
And panted after my ſweet Freedom paſt. 
So flying ſmoaky Argos, and the great 
Storms that attend on Greatneſs, may Retreat 
I made to Pia, (my Thoughts quiet Port) 
Where (Praiſe be giv*n to the Eternal for't) 
Upon my dear Mirtillo] did light, 5 
Which all paſt Sorrows fully did requite. 
Va. A thouſand thouſand Times that Man 
is bleſt 
Clan clip the Wings of his aſpiring Breaſt: 
Nor for the Shadow of great Happineſs, 
© Does throw away the Subſtance of the leſs ! 
Car. But who'd have dream'd midſt Flenty 
to grow poor? 
Or to be leſs, by. tolling to be more ? 
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( 185 ) 
thought by how much more in Princes Courts 
Men did excel in Titles and Supports, 

So much the more obliging they would be, 
(The beſt Enamel of Nobility.) | 24 


But now the Contrary by Proof I've ſeen : 


Courtiers in Name, and Courteous in their Mien 


They are; but in their Actions I could ſpy 


Not the leaſt Spark or Glympſe of Courteſy. 

People in ſhew as ſmooth as calmed Waves, 

Yet cruel as the Ocean when it raves. 

Men in Appearance only I did find, 

Love in the Face, but Malice in the Mind: 

With a ſtrait Look, a ſquinting Heart; at leaſt 

Fidelity where greateſt was profeſt. 

That which elſewhere is Virtue, is Vice there: 

Plain Truth, ſquare Dealing, Love unfeign'd, 
| ſincere 17 Ne | 

Compaſſion, Faith inviolable, and ö 

An Innocence both of the Heart and Hand, 

They count the Folly of a Soul that's vile 

And poor, a Vanity worthy their Smile. 

To cheat, to lye, Deceit and Theft to uſe, 

And under ſhew of Pity to abuſe; 


To riſe upon the Ruins of their Brothers, 


And ſeek their own by robbing Praife from 
others ; | | of 
The Virtues are of that perfidious Race, 
No Worth, no Valour, no Reſpect of Place, 
Of Age, or Law, Bridle of Modeſty, 
No Tie of Love, or Blood, nor Memory 
Of Good receiv'd; nothing to be rever d 
Sacred or juſt, whoſe Name it is not fear'd. 4 
| f N 
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By that vaſt Thirſt of Riches, and Deſire 


Unquenchable of ſtill aſcending higher. 
Now I (not fearing, ſince I meant not ill, 
And in Court-craft not having any ſkill, 


Wearing my Thoughts plain written in my 


ow, | | 
And a Glaſs-window in my Breaſt) judge thou 
How open and how. fair a Mark my Heart 
Lay to their Envy's unſuſpected Dart. 

Ura.* Who now can boaſt of Earth's Felicity, 
When Envy treads on Virtue's Heels? 


Car. O my Uranio, if ſince my Muſe and I 


From Elis paſt to Argos, I had found 
Such Cauſe to ſing, as I had ample ground. 
To weep, perchance in ſuch a lofty Key 


Id ſang my Maſter's glorious Arms, that he 


Should have no Cauſe, for the Felicity 

Of his Meonian Trumpet to envy 
Achilles : And my Country (which does bring 
Such hapleſs Poets forth as Swan-like ſing 


Their own ſad Fates) ſhould by my Means have 


now | 
And ſecond Lawrel to incloſe her Brow. 
But in this Age (inhuman Age the while!) 
The Art of Poetry is made too vile. | 
* Swans muſt have pleaſant Neſts, high feeding, 
fair OE 
Weather to ſing: And with a load of Care 
Men cannot climb Parnaſſus Cliff: For he 
Who is ſtill wrangling with his Deſtiny, 
And his malignant Fortune, becomes hoarſe, 
And loſes both his Singing and Diſcourſe. : 
— ut 
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( 187 ) 
— ——- But now *tis time to ſeek Mirtillo out: 
Although I find the Places hereabout 
So chang'd and alter'd from their antient wont, 
J for Arcadia in Arcadia hunt. 
But come Uranio gladly for all this; 
A Traveller with Language cannot miſs 
* His Way: Or, fince tart weary, thou wert 
beſt 

To ſtay at the next Inn to take ſome Reſt. 
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SCENE II. 
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Titiro, Meſſenger. 
Niro. 


NIXJ/ Hich firſt, my Daughter, ſhall I mourn: 
in thee, 

Thy Loſs of Life, or of thy Chaſtity ? 
I' mourn thy Chaſtity : For thou wert born 
Of mortal Parents, but not bad, P11 mourn 
Not thy Life loſt, but mine preſerv*d, to ſee 
Thy Loſs of Life, and of thy Chaſtity. 

Fhou with thy Oracle's myſterious Cloud, 
(Wrongly conceiv*d Montano) and thy proud 
Deſpiſer both of Love, and of my Daughter. 
Unto this miſerable End haſt brought her. 
Alaſs! how much more certain at this Time 


My Oracles have ſhew*d themſelves than thine ! 
os 
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For Honeſty in a young Heart does prove 

But a weak Fence againſt aſſaulting Love: 

And when a Woman's in a Place alone, 

« She's but ill guarded, tis a Truth well known, 
Meſſ. Were he not under Ground, or flown - 


through th* Air, oy | 
E ſhould have found him ſure. But ſoft "BY 
there 19 i 
(I think) where leaſt I thought. Tb'art met 
by me 


Foo late, old F ather, but too ſoon for thee: 
I've News. 
Tit, What bring'ſt thou in thy Mouth? The 
Knife | 
That has bereft my Daughter of her Life ? 
Mefſ. Not that; yet little leſs. But how I 
=_ 
Got'ſt thou this News ſo ſoon another Way? 
Tit, Doth ſhe then live ? 
Meſj. She lives and in her Choice 
It is to live or die. 
Tit. Bleſt be that Voice! 
Why is ſhe then not ſafe, if ſhe may give 
Her No to Death ? | 
Meſſ, Becauſe ſhe will not live, 
Tit, Will not? What Madneſs makes her 
Life deſpiſe ? 
Mel. Another's Death. And (if that thy 
Advice 
Remove her not) ſhe is thereon ſo bent, 
TL t all che World cannot her Death Prevent. 


7. | 


( 

27. Why ſtand we talking here then? Let 
us go. 

Me. Pay Vet the Temple's ſhut. Doſt 

thou not know 


That none but holy Feet on holy W 
May tread, *till from the Veſtry they bring 


forth 


The deſtin'd Sacrifice in all its trim? 
* Ti. But before that — 
Me. She's watch'd 


Tit, Þ th Interim 


Relate then all that's paſt, and to me ſhow 
The Truth unveil'd. 


Mel. Thy wretched Daughter (Oh 


| Sad Spectacle !) being brought before the Prieſt, 
Did not alone from tlie Beholders wreſt | 
Salt Tears; but (truſt me). made the Marble 


melt, 


And the hard Flint the Dint of Pity felt. 
She was Accus'd, Convict, and Sentence paſt 
All in a Trice. 


Tit, (Poor Child !) and why ſuch haſte ? 
Me]. Becauſe the Evidence was clear as Day: 


; | Beſides, a certain Nymph (who ſhe did ſay 


Could witneſs ſhe was guiltleſs) was not there, 


Nor could by any Search be brought t appear. 


Then the dire Omens of ſome threatned III, 
And horrid Viſions, which the Temple fill, 


Brook no Delay, to us more frightful far, 
By how much more, unuſual more they are, 


Nor ever ſeen, finde the vext Pow'rs above 


i | Reveng'd the Wrong of ſcorn'd Aminta's Love. 


(Who 
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Nho was their Prieſt whence all our Woes 
had birth) 
The Goddeſs fiveats cold Drops of Blood, the Earth 
Is Palſey ſhook 5, the ſacred on bowls | 
With ſuch unmwonted Sounds as tortur d Souls 
Send out of Graves, and utters up a Smell 
From its fowl Jaws, ſcarce to be matchd in Hell. 
His fad Proceſſion now the Prieſt began 
To lead i a bloody Death thy Daughter, when 
Mirtillo ſeeing her, (behold a ſtrange 
Proof of Affection !) profer'd to exchange 
His Life for hers ; crying aloud, Her Hands 
Unty, (Ah how unworthy of ſuch Bands!) 
And in her Stead (who is deſign'd to be 
A Sacrifice to Cynthia offer me 
A Sacrifice to Amarillis. 
Fs © 

Spoke a true Lover, and above baſe Fear ! 

Mel. The Wonder follows: She that was 
afraid 
Before of Dying, on the ſudden made 
Now Valiant by Mirtillo's Words, reply'd, 
Thus, with a Heart at Death unterrifi'd. 
But doſt thou think (Miro) then to give 
Life by thy Death to her, who *n thee doth live? 
It cannot, muſt not be: Come, Prieſts convey 
Me to the Altar now without Delay. 
Ah! (cry*d the Swain) ſuch Love I did not lack: 
Back, cruel Amarillis, O come back: AZ 
Now thou art more unkind than *ere thou wert: 
*Tis I ſhonld die. Quoth ne thou act'ſt my 


Part. 
And 


; (191) 

And here between them grew ſo great a Strife, 

As if that Lite were Death, and Death were 
Life. 

O noble Souls ! O Pair eternally 


To be renown'd, whether ye live or die! 
| O glorious Lovers! if I had Tongues more 
Than Heav'n has Eyes, or Sands are on the 


Shore, 


Their Voices would be ſwallowed in the main 
Sea of your endleſs Praiſes. Glorious Dame, 
Daughter of Fove, (eternal as thy Father) 

Z That Mortals Deeds immortallizeſt, gather 
Thou the fair Story, and in Diamond Pages, 
With golden Letters write to After-Ages 
The Bravery of both Lovers. 


Tit, But who wan 


| The Conqueſt in that Strife of Death? 


A. The Man. 


| Strange War! which to the Victor Death did 


give, 
And where theVanqui iſh'd was condemi'd to live. 


For thus, thus to thy Daughter ſpoke the Prieſt; 


Nymph, let's alone, and ſet thy Heart at reſt 3 


Chang d for another none can be again, 


Who for another in Exchange was ta en. 


This is our Law, Then a ſtri& Charge he gave, 


Upon the Maid ſuch careful Watch to have, 
As that ſhe might not lay a vi'lent Hand 
Upon herſelf through Sorrow. Thus did ſtand 
The State of Matters, when in ſearch of thee 
Montano ſent me. | 
77, *Tis moſt true I ſe, 
"WO „Well 
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© Well-water'd Meads may be without ſweet 
* Flow'rs 

In Spring; without their verdant honour Bo w- 
„ | me 


< And without chirping Birds a pleaſant Grove 


re a fair Maid and young without her Love. 


But if we loiter here, how ſhall we know 
The Hour when to the Temple we ſhould go? 
Meſj. Here better than elſewhere : For here 
. . 
The honeſt Swain muſt be a Sacrifice. 
Tit. And why not in the Temple? 
Meſſ. Becauſe in - 
The Place *twas done, our Law doth puniſh Sin. 
Tit. Then why not in the Cave? The Sin 
was there. | 
Meſj. Becauſe it muſt be in the open Air. 
Tit. By whom haſt thou theſe Myſteries been 
told? | . 
Mezſſ. By the chief Miniſter, and he by old 
Tirento ; who the falſe Lucrino knew 
So ſacrific'd and poor Aminta too. 
But now *tis Time to go indeed; for ſee 
The ſacred Pomp deſcends the Hill | yet we 
May tor thy Daughter to the Temple go 
Before they come : Devotion marches ſlow. 
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at ; , : ; | | 5 ; Os: 
Chorus of Shepherds, Chorus of Priefts, 
> | Montano, Mirtillo. | 
| Chorus Shepherds. 
Ol's Siſter, Daughter of great Jupiter, 
That ſhift a Second Sun in the Firſt Sphere 


| To the blind World ! 

Ch. Pr. Thou whoſe Lite-giving, and more 
| temp'rate Ray, I 

Thy Brother's burning Fury doth allay ; 
Whence bounteous Nature here produces after 
All her bleſt Off-ſprings, Air, Earth, and 
Year = 

2 Enriches and augments with Vegetals, 
With Creatures ſenſitive, and Rationals. . 
Ah, pity thy Arcadia, and that Rage 

Thou doſt in chers, in thyſelf aſſwage 


Ch. Sh Sol's Siſter, Daughter of great Jupiter, 
That ſhin'ſt a Second Sun in the First Sphere 
To the blind World ! 
Mont, Now ſacred Miniſters the Altars dreſs ; 


Devout than they, your Voices all unite, 
And once again invoke the Queen of Night 


Ch 


Lou likewiſe Swains, that ſhew yourſelves no 
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ch. Sh. Sol's Sifter, Daughter of great Jupiter, 
That ſhin'ſt a Second Sun in the Firſt Sphere 
To the blind World! 
Mont, Now all ye Shepherds and my Ser- 
vants all 
Withdraw yourſelves, and come not ' till] call. 
Valiant young Man, (who to beſtow upon 
Another Life, abandon doſt thy own) 
Die with this Comfort : For a Puff of Breath 
(Which by the abject Soul is counted Death) 
Thou buy'ſt Eternity: And when the Tooth 
Of envious Time (conſuming the World's Youth) 
- Millions of lower Names has eaten, then 
True Faith's Example thou ſhall live to Men : 
But for the Law commands that thou ſhouldſt 
* 
A ſilent Sacrifice, before thou ly 
Thy Knee to Earth, if thou wouldſt ought de- 
liver, 
Speak ; or hereafter hold thy Peace for ever. 
Mir. Father, (for though Pris kill me, yet I 
muſt 
Sive thee that Name) my Body to the Duſt, 
Of which *twas made and kneaded up, I give 
My Soul to her in whom alone I live. 
But if ſhe die, (as ſhe has vow'd) of me 
What Part (alas!) will then ſurviving be ? 
How pleaſing Death will be to me, if I 
In my own Perſon, not in hers, may die! 
And if he merit Pity at his Death, 
Who for meer Pity now reſigns his Breath, 


(195 / | 
Take care, dear Father of her Life, that I 
Wing'd with that Hope, t' a better Life may 
Let 15 Fate reſt at my Deceaſe, alone 
Stop at my Ruin; but when I am gone, 
Let my deliver'd Soul in her ſurvive, 
Although from her I was divorc'd alive. 
Mont. Scarcely can I refrain from weeping 
now : | 
(O our Mortality how frail art thou! ) 
Son, be of comfort, for I promiſe thee 
I will perform all thou deſir'ſt of me: 
Here's my Hand on't, and ſolemnly I ſwear, 
Ev'n by this Miter'd Head. 
Mir. Then vaniſh Fear, | 
And now for the moſt faithful Soul make room, 
For ( Amarillis) now to thee I come. 
With the ſweet Name of Amarillis I 
Cloſe up my Mouth, and filent kneel to die. 
Mont. Now, ſacred Miniſters, the Rites be- 
9 in; | 
1 With liquid odoriferous Gums keep in 
The Flame, and ſtrowing Frankincenſe and 
JJ 
Whole Clouds of Incenſe to the Gods prefer. 
Cho. Sh. Sol's S Her, Daughter of great Jupiter. 
= That ſcin ſt a Second Sun in the Firſt Sphere 
_ 5" To the blind World ! © 
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SCENE IV. 


Cerino, Montano, Nicandro, Mirtillo, 
Choras of Shepherds; 


Carino. 


ID ever Man ſo many Houſes view 
And the Inhabitants of them ſo few ? 
But ſee the Cauſe | if I miſtake me not, 
They're gotten all together here: O what 
A Troop ! how rich! how ſolemn! It is ſure 
Some Sacrifice, | 
Mont. Give me the Golden Ewer 
With the red Wine Meandro. 
Nic. There. 
Mont. So may 
Soft Pity in thy Breast revive to Day 
By this unguilty Blood, (Goddeſs divine) 
As by the Sprinkling of theſe Drops of Wine, 
This pale and dying Flame revives. Set up 
The Golden Ewer. Reach me the Silver Cup. 


So may the burning Wrath be quenchd, which in 


Thy Brea was kindled by a falſe Maid's Sin, 
As with this Water ( pour'd out like our Tears) 
I quench this Flame. 

Car. *Tis a Sacrifice ; but where's 


The Offering? 
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Mont. Now all's prepared, there lacks 
Oaly that fatal Stroak. Lend me the Axe. 
Car. I ſee a Thing (unleſs my Eye miſtake: 
Like a Man kneeling this Way with his Back. 
1s he the Off ring? Then 'tis ſo, ah Wretch | 
And o'er: his Head the Prieſt his Hand does 
| ſtretch. | | | | 
O my poor Country ! after all theſe Years 
Is not Heav'n's Wrath yct quench*d'with Blood. 
and Tears? | 
Ch. Sh. Sol's Siſter, Daughter of great Jupiter, 
That fſhin'ft a Second Sun in the Firſt Sphere 
20 theblind World! 
Mont. Revengeful Goddeſs, wha a private Fault 
With publick Rod doſt puniſh : (Thou haſt thought 
it ſo to do, and fo in the Abyſs 
O Providence eternal fixt it is) | 
Since faithlef5 Lucrin's tainted: Blood wwas thought 
For thy nice Fuſtice too impure: a Draught : 
Carouſe the guiltleſs Blood then of this Swain, 
= By me nowat thy Altar to be ſlain 
A willing Sacrifice, and to his Laſs 
As true a Lover as Aminta was. 
Ch. Sh. Sol's Siſter, Daughter of great Jupiter 
That ſhin'ft a Second Sun in th ls here 18 8 
= 20 theblind World! 
Mont, Ah how my Breaſt with Pity now re- 
lents ! - 
What ſudden Numbneſs fetters every Senſe ! 
I n&er was ſo before; to lift this Axe 
My Hands lack Strength, and my Heart Cou- 
rage lacks, | 


I 3 Car. 
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Car: PH fee the Wretch's F ace, and fo be 
gone : 
For ſuch dire Sights I cannot Tk upon, 
Mont. Perhaps the Sun Kerr ſetting, will 
not look 
On human Sacrifice, and I am ſtrook 
Therefore with Horrour. Shepherd, 
thy Place; : 
And to the Mountain turn thy N Fa ace. 
So, now tis Well. 
Car. Alas, what gaze I at ? 
Is't not my Son? Ist not Mertillo, that? 
Mont. Now I can do't. | 
Car. *T1s he. 
Mont. And aim my Blow —— 
Car. Hold, ſacred Miniſter, what doſt thou 
do? 
Mont. Nay, thou profane raſh Man," how 
dar'ſt thou thus 
Impoſe a ſacrilegious Hand on us? 
ar. O all my Joy, Mirtillo! ah! my Heart -— 
Mont. (Be gone, old Man, that dot'ſt, or 
Senſeleſs art. 
Car. Muſt I embrace thus. 
Mont. Be gone I fay, 
It is not lawful Hands impure to lay 
Upon Things ſacred to the Gods. 
Car. *T was they 
That ſent me to this Place. 
Mont. Nicandro, ſtay, 1 
We'll hear him, and then let him g0 his way. 


Car. 
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Car. Ah, courteous Miniſter, before thy 


Hand 
Upon the Life of this young Man deſcend, 


Tell me but why he dies. This 1 implore 


By that Divinity thou doſt adore. 
Mont. By ſuch a Goddeſs thou conjur'ſt me, 
that 
I ſhould be Impious to deny, But what 
Concerns it thee? 
Car. More than thou doſt ſuppoſe. 
Mont. Becauſe to die he for another choſe. 
Car. Then I will die for him: O, take in 


Stead 


1 Of his, this Old already drooping Head, 


Mont. Thou rav'ſt Friend. 
Car. Why am I denied that now, 
Which unto him was granted? 
Mont. Becauſe thou 
A Stranger art. 
Car. And. if I ſhould prove none, 
What then? : 
Mont. Although thou ſhould, it were all one; 
Becauſe he cannot be exchang*d again, 


Who for another in exchange was ta en. 
But who art thou, if thou no Stranger be ? 


Thy Habit ſpeaks thee not of Arcadie. 
Car. Vet am I an Arcagian. 
Mont. I did ner 

See thee before (to my remembrance) here. 
Car. My Name's Carino , I was born hard by: 


( (This Wretch's Father who is now to die.) 


14 Mont, 
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Mont. Hence, hence, left through wy fond 
paternal Love 
Our Sacrifice ſhould Vain and F ruitlef prove. 
Car. O if thou wert a Father ! 
Mont. I am one: 
Yes, and the Father of an only Son. 
A tender Father too; yet if this were 
My Silvio's Head (by Silvie's Head I ſwear) 
J would as forward be to do to his 
What I muſt do to this. For no Man is 
Worthy this ſacred Robe, but he that can 
For publick Good put off the private Man, 
Car. Yet let me kiſs him ere he die. 
Mont. Not touch. 
Car. O my own Fleſh and Blood ! art thou 
ſo much 
A Tyrant to me-too, as to afford 
To thy afflicted Parent not one Word? 
Mir, Dear Father, Peace. 
Mont. Alas we are all ſpoil'd ; 
The Sacrifice (O Heav'ns! is quite defibd. 
Mir. That Blood, that Life which thou didft 
give to me, 
Spilt for a better Cauſe can never be. 
Mont. Did I not ſay his Vow of Silence he 
Would break, when he his Father's Tears 
r 
Mir. That ſuch a groſs Miſtake I ſhould 
commit, 
My Vow of Silence I did quite forget. 
Went. But Miniſters, why do ye gazing ſtay ? 
n to the Tem ple quickly re-convey. 10 
1ere 
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There in the holy Cloyſter once more take 
The voluntary Oath of him; then back 
Returning him with Pomp along with you, 
For a new Sacrifice bring all Things new; 
New Fire, and new Water, and new Wine 


Quickly ; for Phæbus does apace decline. 


1d 
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SCENE V. 


Montano, Carino, Dameta. 
Montano. 


\ 7 Ow thou old doting Fool, thank Heav'n 
thou art 7 
His Father; for (by Heav*n) unleſs thou wert, 
To Day I'd make thee feel my Rage, ſince thou 
My Patience didſt ſo much abuſe, but now 
Know'ſt who I am? Know'ſt thou this ſacred 
Wand | 
Does both divine and human Things command? 
Car. Loet not the Prieſt of Heav'n offended : 


For begging Mercy. 
Mont, I have ſuffer'd thee - 
Too long, and that has made thee inſolent: 
Doſt thou not know, When Anger wants its 
vent 
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In a juſt Boſom, it is gathering Strength 


Within, and burſts out with more Foree at 


length ? 
Car. Anger was never in a noble Mind 


A furious Tempeſt: But a gentle Wind 


* 


Of Paſſion only, which but ſtirs the Soul, 

(Where Reaſon ſtill does keep her a con- 
: troul) 

Leſt it ſnould grow a ſtanding Pool, RY 

© for virtuous Action. If I cannot we 

Thee to extend that Mercy which I crave, 

Afford me Juſtice ; this I ought to have 

From thee. © For they who Laws to others give, 

© Ought not themſelves without all Law to live. 

And he that is advanc'd to greater Sway, 

* Him that does ſue for Juſtice muſt obey. 

And (witneſs) I require it now of thee ; 

Do't for thyſelf, if thou wilt not for me. 

Thou art unjuſt if thou Mirtillo flay. 

Mont. I prithee how? 

Car. Fo me didft thou not fay, 


A 


Thou might ſt not offer here a Stranger's Blood? 


Mont. I did: And nic what Heav n com- 
manded. 


Car. Good: 


This is a Stranger's then. 


Mont. A Stranger's ? What? 
Is he not then thy Son? 
Car. All's one for that. 
Mont. Ist that thou gott'ſt him in a foreign 
Land? 
Car. The more thou ſeek'ſt, the leſs thou'lt 
underſtand. Mont. 
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Mont. It ſkills not here, where, but by whom 
he's got. | 
Car. I call him Stranger, caufe I got him not. 
Mont. Is he thy Son then, and not got by thee ? 
Car. ] ſaid he was my Son; not born of me. 
Mont. Thy Grief has made thee mad. 
Car, I would it had | 
I ſhould not feel my Grief if I were mad. 
Mont. Thou art or mad, or impious, chuſe 


thou whether. 
Car. For telling of the Truth to thee Pm 


neither. 
Mont. How can both theſe (Son and not Son) 
agree. 
can Son of my Love, not of my Blood. 
Mont. Then he 
Can be no Stranger if he be thy Son: 
It he be not, to thee no Harm 1s done. 
So Father or not Father, th'art confuted. 
Car, Truth is Truth ſtill, though it be ill 


diſputed. 
Mont. That Man Rags utters Contradictions 


muſt 


Speak one Untruth. 


Car. Thy Action is unjuſt, 
I ſay again. 
Mont, Let all his Actions Guilt 
Light on my Head, and on oy SONS. 
Car. Thou wilt | 


Repent it. | 
Maut. Thou ſhalt, if chen wilt not take 


Thy Hands from off me, 
Car. My Appeal I make To 


C 264 5 
To Men and Gods. 
Mont. To Gods, deſpis'd by thee ? 
Car. And if thou wilt not hear, hearken to 
me,” 
O oer n and Earth Se thou great Goddef 
ere 
Ador'd ! Mirilllo is a Foltignes, 

o Som of mine: The holy Sacrifice 
Thou doſt prophane. 

Mont. Bleſs me good Heav'ns from this 
Strange Man yy then, if he be r not thy Son, 
Who is his Father ? 

Car. *Tis to me unknown.. 

Mont. Is he thy Kinſman ? 

Car. Neither. 

Mont. Why doſt then 
Call him thy Son? 

Car. Cauſe from the Inſtant when 
T had him firit, I bred him as mine own, 
With a paternal Love, and call'd him Son. 


Mont. Didſt buy him? Steal him? "Mp | 


whence hadſt him? 

§—— 
Elis, (the Gift of a ſtrange Man. * 

Mont. From whom 
Had that ſtrange Man him? 

Car. That ſtrange Man ! Why he 
Had him of me before. 

Mont. Thou mov'ſt in me 
At the ſame Time both Laughter and Diſdain : 
What thou gav'ſt him, did he give thee again? 


Car. 


— — twbôubu — — — 8 
—— — — — — 


. ̃ ͤů QE ĩ à4ũñf Tl ̃æ TTA 


3 


Mirtillo. 


Thou doſt thy Lye embroider? Are there any 
Wild Beaſts within that Foreſt? 


| Had carry'd him into that Tuft of Wood, 


The Flood fo mercytul to let him paſs 
The Brooks, to foſter Infants with ſuch Care. 
| And other Matter gather'd by the Flood, 
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Car. I gave to him what was his own; then 
he 


Return'd it as his courteous Gift to me. 
Mont. And whence hadſt thou (ſince thou 


wilt make me mad 
For Company) that which from thee he had? 
Car. Within a Thicket of ſweet Mirtle, 1 
Had newly found him accidentally, 
Near to Alfes's Mouth, and calPd him thence 


Mont. With what likely Circumſtance 


Car, Very many. 
Mont, Why did not they devour kim i 1 
Car. A ſtrong Flood 


And left him in the Lap of a ſmall Iſle 
Defended round with Water. 

Mont. Thou doſt file 

One Lye upon another well. And was 


Undrown'd? Such Nurſes in thy Country are 


Car. He lay within a Cradle, which with Mud 


Calk't (to keep out the Water) like a Boat, 
Had to that Thicket carry'd him afloat. 
Mont. W thin a Cradle OY he? 
Car. Yes. 
Mont. A Child 


In ſwathing Bands ? 


Car, A ſweet one; and it ſmil'd. Mont, 
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Moni. How long ago might this be? 


Car. *Tis ſoon caſt: 
Since the great F lood ſome Twenty Years are 
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And then it was. 
Mont. What Horrour do I feel 
Creep through my Veins | 
Car. He's ſilenc'd, and yet wil! 
Be obſtinate. O the ſtrange Pride of thoſe 
In Place! who conquer d, yield not: But 


e 
gBecauſe that they have all the Wealth, with it 
* They muſt be Maſters too of all the Wit. 
Sure he's convinc'd; and it does vex him too, 
As by. his mutt' ring he does plainly ſhow : 
And one may ſee ſome Colour he would find, 
'F To hide the Errour of a haughty Mind. 
| Mont. But that ſtrange Man of whom thou 
'telPſt me, what 
Was he to this ſame Child ? His F ather ? 2 
F 
I do not know. . 
Mont. Nor thou ever know . 
More of the Man than thou baſt told me? 


Car. No. 
Why all theſe Queſtions ? 
Mont. If thou ſaw'ſt him now, 
Should'ſt know him ? 

Car, Yes, he had a beetle-Brow, 
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To him thou talk'ſt of likeſt ſeems to thee ? 


Aſide a while. 
Command'ſt P11 do. 
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A down-Look, middle Stature, with black 
Hair, 

His Beard and Eye-brows did with Briftles ſtare. 
Mont, Shepherds andServants here approach. 
Dam. Ware here. 

Mont. Which of theſe Shepherds who do now 


appear, 


Car. Not only like him, but the ſame is he 
Whom thou talk'ſt with; and ſtill the Man 
does ſhow 
The ſame he did fome Twenty Years ago, 
For he has chang*d no Hair, though I am Gray. 
Mont. Withdraw and let Dameta 1 _ 
Tell me, doſt know him? 
Dam. Yes, I think I do: 
But where, or how I know not. 
Car. Pill renew 
Thy Memory by Tokens. 
Mont. Let me talk 
Firſt with him if thou pleaſe, and do thou walk 


Car Moſt willingly what thou 


Mont. Tell me, Dametas now, 


And do not lye. 


Dam. Good Gods, what Storm appears 1 
Mont. When thou cam mi ſt back (*tis fince ſome 
Twenty Years) ._ 
From ſeeking of my Child, which the fuel 
Brook 


Away together with its Cradle toak; © 
T | Didſt 
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Didſt thou not tell me thou hadſt is with 
Pain 
All that Aſeo Bathes, and all in vain ? 
Dam. Why do you aſk it me? 
Mont. Anſwer me this 
Didft thou not ſay thou couldſt not find him? 
Dam, Yes. 
Mont. What was that little Infant then which 
thou 
In Elis gav'ſt to him that knows thee now ? 
Dam. * Twas Twenty Years ago; and wouldſt 
thou have 
An old Man now remember what he gave? 
Mont. He is Old too, and yet remembers it. 
Dam. Rather is come into his doting Fit. 
Mont. That we ſhall quickly ſee: Where 
art thou Stranger ? 


Car. Here. 

Dam. Would thou wert interr'd, and 1 from 
Danger. 

8 * Is this the — that beſtow'd on 
thee 


The Preſent, art thou ſure ? 
Car. I'm ſure *tis he. 
Dam. What Preſent ? 
Car. Doſt thou not remember when 
In Jove Olympicks Fane, thou having then 
Newly receiv'd the Oracle's Reply, 


And being juſt on thy Departure, I 


Encountred thee, and asking then of thee 
The Signs of what ch'adlſt loſt, thou toldſt them 


me; 
Then 
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Then I did take thee to my Houſe, and cis 
Shew'd thee thy Child laid in a Cradle; Wend 
Thou gav'ſt him me. 
Dam. What is inferr'd from hence? 
Car. The Child thou gav'ſt me then, and 
whom I ſince 
Have brought up, as a Son, ſuch is the Truth. 
I tell thee, Friend, is this unhappy Youth | 
Whom on this Altar now is doom'd to die 
A Sacrifice. | 
Dam. O Force of -Deſtiny ! 
Mont. Art ſtudying for more Lyes > Hath 
| this Man faid 
The Truth or not ? | 
Dam. Would I were but as dead 
As all is true! | a 
Mont. That thou ſhalt quickly be 
If the whole Truth thou doſt not tell to me. 
Why didſt thou then give to another what 
Was not thy own? _. 
Dam. Dear Maſter aſk not that; 
For Heav'ns Sake do not: Too much do you 
know 
Already. 
Mont. This makes me more eager grow. 
Wilt not ſpeak yet? Still keepꝰſt thou me in 
Pain? 
Th'art dead if I demand it once again. 
Dam. Becauſe the Oracle foretold if he 
Should &er return and with his Kindred be 
In his own Home, he ſhould be like to die 
By's Father's Hand, 
Car, *Tis true, myſelf was by. Mont. 
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Mont. Alas! now all 1 18 clear: This Act of 


mine, 
The Dream and Oracle did wal Divine. 
Car. What wouldft thou more ? can ought 
behind remain? 
Is it not plain enough ? 
Mont. Alas, too plain. 
I know, and thou Laſt faid too much ; I wou'd 
I had ſearch'd leſs, or thou leſs ü od. 
How (O) Carino, have ] ta' en from thee 
At once thy Son, and thy Calamity! 
How are thy Paſſions become mine! this is 
My Son: O too unhappy Son of this 
Unhappy Man! O Son preſerv'd and kept 
More cruelly, than thou from hence were ſwept 
By the wild Flood, to fall by thy Sire's Hand, 
And ſtain the Altars of thy native Land 
Car. Thou Father to my Mirtillo? Wond'- 
rous! How _ 
Didſt loſe him? | 
Mont. By that horrid Flood which thou 
Haſt mention'd. O dear Pledge! thou wert 
ſafe then 
When thou wert loſt: And now I loſe thee, 
when 
I find thee. 
Car. O eternal Providence! 
For what deep End have all theſe Accidents 
Lain hid ſo long, and now break forth together ? 
Some mighty Thing thou haſt concerted, either 
For Good or Evil: Some unwonted Birth 
Thou art big with, which mult be brought forth 
on Earth. Mont. 


of 
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Mont, This was the Thing my Dream fore- 
told me too; | 
1 in the bad, but moſt untrue | 
In the good Part ; This *twas which made me 
. 
So ſtrangely ;. this, that Horrour which 1 fel 
Creep through my Bones, when I heav'd up my 
Hand 
For Nature's ſelf feem'd to recoil, or ſtand 
Aſtoniſn'd all to ſee a Father 90 
To give that horrid and forbidden Blow. 
Car. And will you then proceed to ſtain the 
Day 
With this dire Sacrifice ? 


Mont. No other may 


Perform it here. 

Car. Shall the Son then be lain 
By his own Sire? 

Mont. Tis Law : And who dare ſtrain 
His Charity to fave another Man, 

When true Aminta with himſelf began! ? 

Car. O my fad Fate! what am I brought 

whe' 

Mont. Two Fathers over-acted Piety 
Murther their Son; thine to Mirtillà; mine 
To H:av*n. Thou by denying he was thine, 
Thoughtſt to preſerve him, and haſt loſt him? I 
(Searching with too much Curioſity) 

Whilſt I was to have Sacrific'd 0 Son, 
(As 1 ſuppo d hind; and mult ſlay my own. 


Car. 
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Not the Jeaſt Wave ſtirs in the Sea, Breath in 


( 212 ) 
Car. Behold the horrid Monſter Fate has 
teem*d ” 1 
O cruel ! O Miriillo ! more eſteem'd ö 
By me than Life: Was this that which to me 
The Oracle foretold concerning thee? 
Thus doſt thou make me in my Country bleſt ? 
O my dear Son, once the great Hope and Reſt, 
But now the Grief and Bane of theſe gray Hairs ? 
Mont. Prithee, Carino, lend to me thoſe 
Tears: 5 
I weep for my own Blood. (Ah! why, if I 
Muſt ſpill it, is it mine?) Poor Son! but why 
Did I beget thee ? — (Why was I got rather ?) 
The pitying Deluge ſav'd thee, and thy Father 
Will cruelly deſtroy thee. Holy Pow'rs 
Immortal, (without ſome Command of yours 


The Air, nor Leaf on Earth) what monſtrous 
=. . 
Has been by me committed *gainſt your Law, 
T his heavy Judgment on my Head to draw ? 
Or if I have tranſgreſs'd ſo much, wherein 
So ſind my Son; ye will not parden him? 
And thou with one Blaſt of thy Anger kill 
Me, thund*ring Zove ? But if thy Bolts lie. 
"gs I 
My Sword ſhall not : I will repeat the dire 
Example of Aminta, and expire. 
A Son ſhall ſee his Father's Sword to run 
Thro' his own Heart ſooner than kill his Son. 
Die then, Montano; Age ſhould lead the Way: 
And willingly I do*c. Pow'rs\ſhall I ſay 
| | Ot 
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oy Of Heav'n or Hell ?) That do with anguiſh 
drive 
Men to deſpair ; Behold I now perceive 
(Since you will have it fo) your Fury! I 
Deſire no greater Bleſſing than to die. 
A Kind of dire Love to my natral Goal. 


5 Laſhes me on, and hollows to my Soul, 
. To Death, to Death. 
5 Car. Hapleſs old Man! Indeed 


I pity thee, Tho” Pity both we need; 
Yet as by Day the Stars forbear to ſhine, 
ö My Grief is 9 if compar d with thine. 


SCENE VI. 


Tirenio, Montano, Caring. 
r r 


AK E haſte, my Son; ye tread ſecure, f 


1 that I 
May without Stumbling, trace thee through 
this wry 


And craggy Way, with my old Feet and blind, 
Thou art their Eyes, 'as I am to thy Mind. 
And when thou com'ſt where the Prieſt is, re 
Arreſt thy Pace. 
Mont. Hah! whom ſee I here? 
| | Is't 
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Ist not our Reverend Tires ? He it 
Whoſe Eyes are ſeal'd up Earthward, but Hea- 
v'n ice t 
Some great Thing draws him from his tn 
Cell, 
Whence to behold him is a Miracle. 
Car. May the good Gods pleas'd in their 
Bounty be 
To make his Coming proſp' rous prove to thee. 
Mont. Father Tirenio, ſay what Miracle 
Is this? What mak'ſ thou from thy Holy Cell? 
Whom doſt thou ſeek ? What News | ? 
Tir. I come to ſpeak 
With thee : And News I bring, and News I ſeek. 
Mont. But why comes not the Holy Order 
back 
W ith the purg'd Off'ring, and what elſe does lack 
T* eſchew tl interrupted Sacrifice? 
Tir. * O how much often does the Want of 
* EYES 
Add to the inward Sight for then the Soul, 
| Not gadding forth, but recollected whole 
5 Into itſelf, is wont to recompence 
With the Mind's Eyes, the Blindneſs of the 
i * Senſe ! 
It is not good to pals ſo lightly over 
| Some great Events unlook'd for, which diſ- 
| | © cover 
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In Acts of human Kind a Hand Divine, 
* Which through a Cloud of ſeeming te 
does ſhine: 
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© For Heav*n with Earth will not familiar be, 


Nor Face to Face talk with Mortality. 

© But thoſe great wond'rous Things which us 
r 

And on blind Chance the more blind Vulgar 
„„ ͤ 

Are bag Heav'ns Voler The Deathleſs Gods 
affect 

* To ſpeak to Mortals in chat Dialect. 

It is their Language; filent to our 5 

* But loud to him whoſe Underſtanding hears. 

(A Thouſand Times moſt happy Man is he 

Whoſe Underſtanding is thus form'd to be.) 

The good NMicandro K as thou gavꝰſt command) 

Was ready now to bring the ſacred Band, 

Whom I with-held by reaſon of a Change 

That fell out in the Temple. Which fo ſtrange 

Event, comparing with what happend here 

At the ſame Time to thee, twixt Hope and Fear 

I know not how, ſtrook and amaz'd I ſtand : 

Of which by how much leſs I underſtand 

The Cauſe, ſo muck the more I Hope and 

Ter” 


aq 


* 


Some Happineſs, or ſome great Danger near. 


Mont. That which thou underſtandeſt not, 
„„ 
Too well, and to my Sorrow feel it too. 
But is there ought in hidden Fate can ſhun 
Thy All divining Spirit? 
Tir, O my Son! | 
It of Prophetick Light we uſe Divine 
Were Arbritary, then the Gift would ſhire, 
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0 The Gift of Nature, not of Heav'n. I find 
(*Tis true) within my undigeſted Mind, 
That there is ſomething hidden in the deep 
Boſom of Fate, which ſhe from me does keep, 


And this has moy*d me to come now to thee, 


To be inform'd more clearly who is he 
That's found to be the Father of the Youth 
To die now, if Nicandro told us truth. 
Mont. Thou know'ſt hinSbur too well, T:- 
renio: 
O how wilt thou wiſh and ſoon that thou didſt 
know 
Or love him leſs ? 
Tir. I praiſe thee, O my Son, 
* For taking Pity and Compaſſion on 
* The fad Afflicted: *Tis Humanity 


_ Howeer let me ſpeak with him. 


Mont. Now I ſee. 
Heav'n has ſuſpended in thee all that Skill 
In Prophecy, which it was wont t' inſtill. 
That Father whom thou ſeek'ſt ro ſpeak withal, 
Aml. 
Tir. Art thou his Father, that ſhould fall 
To Cinthia ? Now the Sacrifice begun 
Mont. The wretched Father of that wretched 
SO, - - 
Tr. 85. that ſame Faithful Shepherd, who 
to giv 


Life to * would himſelf not live? 


Moni. Of him, who dies, his Murthereſs Life 


to ſave | 
And murthers me, who unto him Life gave. 
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© Receives his Luſtre, as from him the Moon! 


Begot Son in the World ? Behold the deep 


(247 
Tir. But is this true? 
Mont. Behold the Witneſs. 
Car. That ; 
Which he has told hes? is moſt true. 5 
Tir. And what 
Art thou that ſpeak*ſt ? 
Car. Carino, thought to be 
Till now the young Man's Father. 
Tir. Is that he | 
The Flood took from thee long ago ? 
Mont. Yes, Tiremo, it is 
Tir. And doſt thou Stile for this 
Thy ſelf a wretched Father. O how blind 
* Is an unhallow'd and terreſtrial Mind | 
In what thick Miſts of Errour, how profound 
A Night of Ignorance are our Souls drown'd, 
Till thou enlighten them, from whom the 


«an 


* Vain 1 8 how can ye boaſt of Knowledge 
5 0 f 
That Part of us by Wich e fan and know, 1 
* Is not our Virtue, but deriv'd from Heav'n, f 
* That gives it, and can take what it has given. > 
O in thy Mind, Moutano, blinder far 
Than I am in my Eyes! What Juggler rare, 
What dazling Devil will not let thee fee, 
That if this noble Youth was born of thee, 
Thou art he Happick * Father, and moſt dear 
To the Immortal Deities, that &er - 


Secret, which Fate did from my Knowledge 
keep | Be- 


(28) 

Behold the happy Day, with ſuch a Flood 
Expected of our Tears, and of our Blood! 
Behold the bleſſed End of all our Pain 
Where art thou Man? Come to thyſelf again. 
How is it that thou only doſt forget Mo 
That famous happy Oracle that's writ 
In all Arcadian Hearts? How can it be, 
That with thy dear Son's Lightning upon thee 
This Day, thy Senſe is not prepar'd and clear, 
The Thunder of that Heav*nly Voice to hear ; 

Your Moe ſhall End, when two of Race Divine 
| Tove hall combine— 
(Tears of Delight in ſuch abundance flow 
Out of my Heart, I cannot ſpeak.) Your 


Woe 
Tour Woe ſhall End when two of Race Divine 


Love ſhall combine : 


And fer a faithleſs Nymph's apoſtate State, 
A Faithful Shepherd ſupererogate. 


Now tell me thou : This Shepherd here of whom 


We ſpeak, and that ſhould die, is he not come 
Of Race Divine ( Montano) if he's thine ? 
And Amarillis too of Race Divine? 


Then who I pray but Love hath them W ? 


Silvio by Parents and by Force was IP 


To Anarillis, and is yet as far 


From loving her, as Love and Hatred are. 


Then ſcan the Reſt, and 'twill be evident, 


The fatal Voice none but Mirtillo meant. 


For who indeed, fince ſlain Aminta who 


Has ſhewn ſuch Love as he? A Swain fo true, 


Who 


0 


( $19 } 


Who but Mirtillo for his Miſtreſs wou'd, 
Since true /Aminta, ſpill his deareſt Blood ? 
This is that Work of Sypererogation : 

This is that Faithful Shepherd's Expiation 
For the Apoſtate falſe Lucrina's Fact 

By this admir'd and moſt ſtupendious Act, 


More than with human Blood the Wrath of 


Heav'n | 
Is pacifi'd, and Satisfaction giv'n 
To the eternal Juſtice for th' Offence 
Committed 'gainſt it by a Woman. Hence 
It was, that he no ſooner came to pay 
Devotions in the Temple, but ſtreightway 
All monſt'rous Omens ceas' d; No longer ſtood 
75% eternal Image in a Sweat of Blood; 


De Earth no longer ſhook, the Holy Cave 
4 Uo longer ſmelt, and ſhrieks no longer gave; 


But ſuch ſweet Harmony and Redolence 
As Heav'n affords (if Heav*n affect the Senſe.) 
O Providence eternal! O ye Powers 


Who look upon us from your azure Towers! 


If all my Words were Souls, and every Soul 
Were ſacrific'd upon your Altars whole, 


It were too poor a Hecatomb to pay 


So great a Bleſſing with: But as I may 
(Behold !) I-tender Thanks, and with my Knee 
Touching the Earth in all Humility, 

Look up to you who fit enthron'd in Heav'n, 
How much am I your Debtor, that have giv'n 
Me Leave to live *till now ! I have run o'er 

Of my Life's Race a Hundred Years and more, 


* "K's Yet 
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Vet never liv'd till now, could never deem 
My Life worth keeping *till this Inſtant Time. 


Now I begin my Life, am born to Day. 

But why in r Words do I conſume away 

That — Jag that ſhould be paſt in Works ? 
er Son, 

Without thy Aid I cannot ſtand upon 

My weak and trembling Feet, | 

Mont. Tireno, 

I have a Lightneſs i in my Boſom "oh 

Lock'd in, and petrif*d with Wonder, that 

I find Pm glad, yet ſcafcely now at what, 


My greedy Soul unto her ſelf alone 


Keeps all her Joy, and lets my Senſe have none. 

O Miracle of Heav'n! far, far beyond 

All we have ſeen, or &er did underſtand ! 

O unexampled Bounty! O the great, 

Great Mercy of the Gods ! O Fortunate 

Arcadia ! O Earth, of all that &er 

The Sun beheld, or warm'd, moſt bleſt, moſt. 
dear 

To Heav*n! Thy Weal's ſo dear to me, my 
own 

I cannot feel nor think upon my Son, 

(Twice loſt and found) nor of myſelf buoy'd up 

Out of the Depth of Sorrow, to the Top 

= Bliſs, when I conſider thee But all 
rivate Joy, ſet by the General, 

1 1 Uke a little Drop in a great Stream 

| fed and loſt. O happy Dream ! (no Dream, 

But a Cceleſtial Viſion. New again 

Shall my Arcadia (as thou laſt) be in 


A - cg ng Eſtate. 8 Tir 
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225 But why doſt thou | 

Stay here, Montano ? Heav'n expects not now 

More human Sacrifice from us. No more 

Tb'are Times of Wrath and Vengeance (as 
before) | 

But Times of Grace and Love ; glad nuptial 
Bands, | 

Not horrid Sacrifices at our Hands 

Our Goddeſs now requires. 

How long to Night ? 

| Mont, An Hour, or little more. 
Tir, We burn Day-light : 

Back to the Holy Temple let us go; 

There let the Daughter of old Jitiro 

And thy Son interchange their Marriage-vow 4 

To become Man and Wife, of Lovers now. 1 

Then let him bring her to his Father's Dome, 8 

Where Heav'a ordains this loving Pair ſhould }F 
come, 

! Deſcendents of Two Gods, and hence run 
| United in one Stream. Lead me back, 


7 Son: 
And thou, Montano, follow me. fl 
Mon. But ſtay : 4 
dp That Faith which formerly the gave away 1 


To Silvio's ſelf ſhe cannot now withdraw 
And give Mirtillb, without Breach of Law. 
Car. Tis Silvio till, Mirlillo was ſo ſtyl'd 
At firſt, (thy Man told me) who gave the "Child; i 
1, Ic ung d it to Mi rtullo, to which he 
Conſented. | 
Mon. True: {Now I man me) 


i 1＋75 WY And 


8 ( 222 ) 
And the ſame Name I then gave to the other, 
To keep alive the Mem'ry of his Brother. 

Tir. *Twas an important Doubt, Follow 

me now. 

Mont, Carino, to the Temple too come thou. 
Henceforth Mi -tillo ſhall two Fathers own, 
Thou haſt a Brother found, and I a Son. 

Car. To thee a Brothef in his Love, a Father 
To him, a Servant (in Reſpect) to either 
Carino will be always: And fince I 
Find thee to me ſo full of Courteſy, 

I will the Boldneſs take to recommend 
Unto thy Love my Second felt, my Friend. 

Mont. Share me between you. 

Car. O eternal Gods, - 

Between our Pray'rs ſlow-winding Paths, 


what odds 

© There is (by which we climb 't Heav'n) and 
thoſe 

© Directer Lines by which r ns Bounty 
flows! 
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SCENE 
Coriſca, Linco. 

Coriſca. 


JO it ſeems, Linco, that coy Silvio now 
When leaſt expected, does a Lover grow. 
But what became of her? | 
Lin. We carry'd her 


To Silvio's Lodgings, where with many a Tear 


(Whether of Joy or Grief I cannot tell 
His Mother welcom'd her. It pleas'd her well 
To ſee her Son now married, and a Lover 
But for the Nymp 
Unhappy Se other, who may be ſaid: 
One Daughter wounded, and the other dead. 

Cor. Is Amarillis dead ? 

Lin. *Tis rumour'd ſo: 5 
That's now the Cauſe I to the Temple go, 
To comfort old Montane with this News, 
One Daughter yet he gains, if one he loſc. 

Cor. Is not Doriuda dead then? 

Lin. Dead ? Would thou | 
Wert Half fo live and jocund as ſhe's now 

Cor. Was't not a mortal Wound ? 

Lin. Had ſhe been ſlain | 
With Szlvio's Pity ſhe had liv'd again. 

Cor. What Art ſo ſoon could cure her? 

K 4 2 £48. 


s great Grief ſhe did diſcover, 


Or Iron Inſtrument, or ought behide 
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Lin. J will tell 
Thee all the Cure. Liſten * a Miracle. | 
With trembling Hearts, and Hands prepar'd | 
to aid, 
Women and Men ſtood round the wounder 
Maid; \ 
But ſhe wed ſuffer none to touch her "Ala . 
Her Silvio's Hand for the fame Hand which gave, 6 
She ſaid ſhould cure the Wound. So all with-drew f 
Except myſelf, he, and his Mother: Two- 
T” adviſe, the Third to Act. When Sitvim non F 
Removing firſt from her incarnate Snow J] 
Gently the cleaving Garments, ſtrove to plas 7 
The Arrow out, which in her Wound deep ſtuck, 
But the falſe Wood (forth coming) gave the Sli 
To th? Iron Head, and left it in her Hip. 1 "oY 5 
Here, here the lamentable Cries began: 4 | 
It was not poſſible by Hand of Nan, 4 


To get it out. Perchance Yave open'd wide 

The Wound b'a greater Wound, and fo have made 

One Iron dive after another, had - 

Effected the great Cure. But Silvio's Hand, 

Too tender and too much with Love unman'd 

The Surgeon was, ſo cruelly to heal. 

Love ſearches not with Inſtruments of Steel 

The Wounds he makes. As for the Love-ſick 

4... " « 

In Sitvis's Hands her Wounds grew Sweet, th 
RR. 

And Silvio ſaid, not in the leaſt Wind, 

Thou ſhalt out too, thou ſhalt, curſt Arrow 

ns | „ 
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And with leſs Pain than is beliey'd : The ſame 
Who thruſt thee in, can pull thee out again. 
hs By uſing Hunting I have learn'd to cure 
This Miſchief which my Hunting did 260 
ded A Plant there is much us'd by the wild Goat 
When there's a Shaft into her Body ſhot : 
I she ſhew'd it us, and Nature ſhew'd it her : 
VA Remembred happily !) nor is it far 
[Hl From hence,  Streight went he to the Neigh 
b'ring Hill, 
And there a Baſket with this Plant did fill: 1 
Then came again to us. Then ern out 
8 The Juice, and mixing it with Cent ry-root 
KI And Plantain-leaf, a Pultiſe of them made. 
SIO wonderful! as ſoon as theſe were laid 
Upon the Wound, the Blood then flow'd no 
mans 
And the Pain EY when from out the Sore 
Irhe Iron coming without Pain away, 
a Did the firſt Summons of the Hand obey: 
Jl he Nymph was now as vigorous and ſound, 
s if ſhe never had receiv*d a Wound. 
Nor mortal was't; for th' Arrow having flown 
ö 0 $45 hap't) betwixt the Muſcles and the Bone, 
Pierc'd 1 the fleſhy Part. 
Cor. Thou haſt diſplay'd- 
uch Virtue in a Plant, more in a Maid. 
Lin. What afterwards between *em did unfold 
uch better may ĩmaginꝰ d be than told: 1 * 
This I am ſure, Dorinda's well again, 
nd now can ſtir her Body without Pain: 


} 


ſick 
ſhe 


An Ks Thoug), 
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Though thou believ'ſt, Coriſca, I Werte 


He's giv'n her ſince more Wounds than that: 


But thoſe 
As they are made b* a diff'rent Weapon, fo 
Themſelves are of a diff rent Nature too. 
And ſuch a Trick this cruel Archer has, 
Of hitting all he ſhoots at ſince he was 
A Huntſman ; that to ſhew he's ſtill the ſame, 
Now he's a Lover too, he hits the Game. 
Cor. Old Linco ſtill! 
Lin. Faith, my Coriſca, ſtill 
If not in Strength; I'm Zinco in my Will. 
Nor yet, though my Leaf's wither'd, am I dead 
But all my Sap into the Root is fled. | 
Cor. My Rival thus diſpatch'd, III now 8 
3 
If I can get my dear Murtillo free. 
_ 


+. 
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Belo, C riſe. 


Ergaſto. 


\ Day with! Wonders Favght! 0 Day: 
„ 
Il Love! and Bleſſings all O happy Eart 


A 
CN bountcous Heav'n ! 


al 


£( 


_ Heav'n, Earth, Air, Fire, the Whole World 


Whither (fo glad) Ergaſto, doſt thou go f | 


Cor. But ſee | Ergaſto's here: 
How opportunely does he now ae | 
Erg. At ſuch a Time letevery living Thing, 


laugh and fing. | | 
To Hell itſelf let our full Joys extend, Wh 
And there the Torments of the damm ſuſpend. 

Cor, What Rapture's this! 

Erg. Bleſt Woods! whoſe murm'ring-Voice, 
When we lamented did Lament, Rejoice | 
At our Joys too, and move as many Tongues 
As you have Leaves now dancing to the Songs 
Of the pleasd Birds, and Muſick of the Air 
Which rings with our Delight. 1 of a Fair 
Of Noble Lovers the Felicity | ITIES 
UnparallePd. | HED © F 

Cor. He muſt ſpeak RE! if het] 


Of Silvio and Dorinda. Every Thing 
J ſee, would live. © How ſoon the ſhallow 
. Spring- 

Of Tears dries 5 with us! but the ſwoln 
River | 

© Of Gladneſs tarries with the longer Liver. 

Of Amarillis, who is dead, there's nor, 

No more Diſcourſe: The only Care is Jock 

: To laugh with them who laugh ; and *tis wel 
done: 

6 Each Man has too 1 Sorrow of his Own. 


Unto a Wedding e ? : 
N I do. eee e 
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Haſt heard Coriſca, of the wondrous Fate } 1 
Of the bleſt loving Pair. 190 A 
of nel! . 

1 heard it with exceſſive Joy of att 7; O 
Which my great Grief does mitigate in Part JO 
For the ſad Death of Amarillis. 2 If 
Eig. How! | T] 
Whom doſt thou ſpeak bf, or r ſpeak. think Of 
thou? Ye 
Cor. Why, of Dorind and of Silvio too. Ie 
Erg. What Silvio! What Dorinda Know III 

not you Te 


Then what has paſt? My Joy its Linden draws Ac 
From a more high, ſhipendious,- noble Cauſe. 
Of Amarillis and\Miriillo I 
Diſcourſe, (the happieſt Pair that this Day lia 
Under the torrid Zone of Love.) 
Cor. Is not 
Fhen Amarillis dead, Ergaſo ?? 
Eg. What 
Death ? She's alive, glad, beauteous, and a Wife. 
Cor. Thou mock'ſt me, Shepherd. | 
Er. No, upon my Life. | 
Cor. Was ſhe not then conde mn'd ? 
Erg. She was, tis true: 
But preſently ſne was e too. 
Cor. Do I dream this? Or doſt thou Dreams 
relate? 
Erg. Stay here a little thou ſhalt ſee her 
ſtraight | 
Come with her faithful and moſt er 


Io 0 5 . 
7 Mir- 


a) 
Uirtillo; from the Temple (where'they're now, 
And interchang'd have hel great Nuptial Vow) 
Towards Montajzo's : Of the bitter Root 
Of their long Loves to gather the ſweet Fruit. 
O hadſt thou ſeen Mens Joys ſpring in their Eyes! 
If thou hadſt heard the Muſick of their Cries | 
The Temple's ſtill as full as it can hold ö 
of Numbers numberleſs: Men, Women Old, 
Young, Prelates, Laymen, are confounded there 
Together, and diſtracted cannot bear 1 
Their Joy. With Wonder every one does run 
To ſee the Happy Couple, every one 
Adores them, every one embraces them. 
Their Pity one extols, another's Theme 
| FT heir conſtant Faith, or of thoſe Graces giv'n 
Iro them by Nature, or infus' d from Heav'n. 
he Lawn, the Dale, the Mountain, andthe Plain, 
Reſound The Faithful Shepherd's glorious Name: 
) happy, happy Lover, to become | 
From a poor Swain, almoſt a God ſo ſoon ;. _ 
From Death to Life (whilſt L ſpeak this) to pals, 
And change a Winding-ſheet (which ready was) 
or a remote deſpair'd-of Nuptial Bliſs 
Though it be much, not yet the utmoſt this. 
ut to enjoy her, whom he ſeem'd t enjoy 
n dying for her, her who would deſtroy 
Herſelf, not to excuſe, but ſhare his Fate, 
His Mate in Life, and not in Death his Mate 4 
This is ſuch Joy, ſuch rapt'rous Joy is this, 
s does exceed all we can fancy, Bliſs. 
ind doſt not thou rejoice ? And apprehend EY 
- Joy for Amarillis, Who s thy Friend, FEE 
7,0 8 
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As great as char which I do for my true 
Mirtills? Y 
Cor. Yes, doſt thou not t ſee I ds 1 

Erg. Ol if thou hadſt preſent been- 
Amarillis to have ſeen, 

As the Pledge of Faith when he 
Gave her Hand to him, and he 

As the Pledge of Love did either 

Give or receive (I know not whether) 

A ſweet ineſtimable Kiſs, 

Surely thou hadſt dy'd of Bliſs. oY 

There was Scarlet, there were Roſes, 

All the Colours, all the V ( 

Art or Nature &er did mix, 

Were excelPd by her pure Cheeks, . 
Cover'd with a wav' ing Shield 70 25004 
By her bluſhing Beauty held, 

Stain'd with Blood, which did provoke 
From the Striker a new Stroke. 


And the, coy and nice in ſhow, 50 5 | 


Seem'd to ſhun, that ſhe might ſo 

With more Pleaſure meet the Blow, 
Leaving it in doubt, if that 
Kiſs were raviſh*d yes or not. 

With ſuch admirable Art, 

T was in Part beſtow'd, in Part 
Snatch'd from her: And that Diſdain 
Which ſhe did ſo fweetly fain, 
Wasa willing No; an Act 
Mixt of Conqueſt and Compact. 
Such a Coming in her Flying 
As ſhew'd Yielding in Denying. 


C231) 
Such ſweet Anger at th” Abuſee 
In forcing her, as fore d him uſe 
That Force again; ſuch Art to cra ve 
The Thing ſhe would not, yet would have, | 
As drew him the faſter on 
To ſnatch that which would be bone, 
O Heav'nly Kiſs ! Coriſca, I 
Can no longer hold; good-by. 
I'll marry too: The Powr's above 
* Give no e Joy y to Men, but Love. . 
Cor. If he (Coriſca) have told truth, this Day 
Quite cures thy YR or takes them quite away. 
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Chorus 1 8 bepherds, Coriſca, Amarilhs, 


Mirtillo. 
Chon. bs 


[res on y men hear our Pray F TIL Þ 
And our Song] The Earth bas not 


A more happy Loving Pair : 

Both of them n Divinely got; 

Pull, boly Hymen, pull the brd K Knot. 
Cor. Alas! Er gaſto told me true (I ſee ) 

This is the F ruits (Wren) of thy Yo 


LL 
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0 Thoughts! O Wiſhes! as unjuſt, as vain 
And fond. Would I an Innocent have ſlain 
To compaſs my unbridled Will, So blind, II 

So ee was I ? Who does now unbind I 

My Eyes? Ah Wretch! what do I ſee! my Sin 
With the Maſk off, juſt as tis here within. 

Cho. Holy Hymen hear our Pray'r 

And our Song ! The Earth has not 

A more happy Loving Pair : g 

Both of —.4 Divinely got; 

Pull, holy Hymen, pull the deſtind Knot. 
See ( og Faith ul Shepherd) where 

After many a briny Tear, 


After many a Stormy Blait, 
Thou art landed now at laſt | 
Is not this (behold her) Se Re 
Heav'n and Earth deny*d to thee ? On 
And thy cruel Deſtiny? Bu 
And her Icy Chaſtity? | | ( 
And thy Degree ſo far beneath? = 
And her Contract? And thy Death? = 4 
Yet Miriill (lo) ſhe's thine. Bot 
That ſweet Face, thoſe Eyes Divine, 2 
Breaſt and Hands, and all that thou ( 
See'ſt and hear'ſt, and toucheſt now, | 


And ſo often haſt in vain Df 
Sigh'd for, now thou doſt nee ET 
As thy conſtant Love's Reward : 
Yet thy Lips has Silence barr'd ! 
Mir. How can I ſpeak ſince I don r know 
Whether I am alive or no: : 
Or if theſe Things real be | 0 
Which I ſeem to hear and . Sweeteſt 


all 


be 
f 
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Sweeteſt Amarillis mine, ; 2A ol] 
For my Soul is lodg'd in thine 2 7.0 
from thee would gladly 5 1455 EY ts J? 00 


rell me Love) are theſe Things ſo ? 
zin] Cho. Holy Hymen, hear our rar 
And our Song l The Earth has not 
A more happy Loving ae i | 
both of them Divinely got; 
Pull, Holy Hymen, pull the d ird Nint. e 
Cor. But why do you; you ſtill about me ſtay, 
Arts to deceive the World, Arts to betra yx? 
The Body's Robes but the Soul's Rags.) For one, 
m ſure ſhe's couſenꝰd by you, and undone. 
Then hence : And as from Worms ye had your 
Barth, . 35%: | 
Return to Worms _ FR your Mother Earth 
Once ye were Weapons of laſcivious Laut. I 
But now the Trophies of fair Virtue: jc : 
Cho. Holy Hymen, bear our Prog N L 366 
nd our Song ! The Earth has not | 
more happy Loving Pau: 
both of them Divinely gut;; " 
41}, Holy Hymen, pull the deftin'd FIN 14 
G or, What ſtick"ſt thou at, Corifag: $44 This 6 
Bar 1 2 | 
Df Pardon is: Then aſk without diſmay. 3 
hat doſt thou dread? No Puniſhment whate'er 
an fall ſo heavy, as thy Fault lies here. 
air, and happy Pair, (the as 7 
If us here, and thoſe above) 
Fall Earthly Pow'r this Day 


To your conquering Fates gre ways | i ox 5 
teſt Let 


: FI 


. 

Let her likewiſe Homage do: _ 
To your conquering Fates and you, 
Who all Earthly PoWi imployd 
To have made their Sentence void. 
Amarillis (true it is 
He had mine, who had his — ww 
But thou only haſt gain'd his, 
Caauſe thou only Worthy art. 
Thou enjoy'ſt the LoyalPſt Swain 
Living; and Miriillo thou 
The beſt Nymph ſince the World begs 

From the Birth of Time *till now: 
I the Touch-ſtone was to both, 
Try'd her Chaſtity, his Troth. 
But thou (Courteous Nymph) before 
Thou on me thy An Pour, © 
Look but on thy Bridegroom's 1 * 

Something thou wil ſpy 
That will fe thee to / hays Gras). 

As it hurried me to fin. 
For fo ſweet a Lover's Sake, 
Upon Love no Vengeance take :- 

But ſince thou the Flames doſt prove, 
Pardon thou the Fault of Love. | 
Am. I do not only Pardon, but Reſpect 

Thee as my Friend, regarding the Effect, 


And not the Cauſe. For Poyſons if they mak: 
* Uswell, the Name of Sov* reign Med*cines take 


And painful Lancings for that Cauſe are 1 
So Whether Friend or Foe, or whatſoe' er 
Thou wert to me m Purpoſe and Intent; 

Yet my Fate us'd thee as her Inſtrument 


— 
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To work my Bliſs, and that's enough: For me 
'Twas a good Treaſon, a bleſt Perfidy 
Pm ſure. And if thou pleaſe to grace our Feaſt, 
And to rejoice with us, thou art my Gueſt 
Cor. Thy pardon is to me a better Feaſt : 
A greater Joy, my Conſcience now at reſt 
Mir. And I all TOW ue me can pardok 


well. 


But this long Stop. 
Cor. Joys on you both: Firewall 


Cho. Holy H ? emu hear our Pr. 
And our Song The Earth has not 
A more Happy Loving Pair : 
Both of them Divinely got; 
Pull, * H ymen, pull the aid Knot. 


. ih 
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Minilo Amari cu, of Shepherds. 
aue, 


k "FS M I ſo wedded then to Grief 16 Anguith, 
That in the midſt of Joy too I muſt 
Languiſi ? 
Was not this tedious Pomp enough to Day 
But I muſt alſo meet my old Decay, 
Coriſea ? 


An. Thou art wondrous haſty. | 


7 
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My ee ! yet I am-not = ; but go 
In fear of Robbing ſtill, till as my Spouſe 
I do poſſeſs thee 1 in my Father's. Houſe. 
To tell thee true, methinks I fare like Men 
Who dream of Wealth, and ever now and then 
Fear that his golden Sleep will break, and they 
Be wak*d poor Beggars. I would gladly be 
Reſolv'd by ſome more pregnant Proof, that this 
Sweer Waking now is not a Dream of Blis. 
Cho. Holy Hymen bear our N 
And our 97 We Earth bas not 
A more Happy Loving. Pair: 8 
Both of them Divinely got; 
Pull, Holy Hymen, Ts the hre Knot... 


> 
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O Happy Couple ! who have 8 in Tear; 

And reap in Comfort ! What a Foil your Fears 
Prove to your Foys ! Blend Mortals, learn from hence, 

Tearn (Ye effeminate) the Difference 

Betwixt true Goods and falſe. All is not Foy 

That pleaſes us:. Nor is all that annoy. 

That goes down bitter. True Joy is a Thing 


N + G That ſpring from Virtue 8 aer 
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